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X PREFACE. 

What has been said of Petrarch, that '< his cor- 
respondence and verses together afford the progres- 
sive interestofa narrative in which the poet is always 
identified with the man," will be found applicable, 
in a far greater degree, to Lord Byron, in whom the 
literary and the personal character were so closely 
interwoven, that to have lefl his works without the 
instructive commentary which his Life and Corre* 
spondence a£Pord, would have been equally an injus- 
tice both to himself and to the world. 



PREFACE 



SECOND VOLUME OF THE FIRST EDITIOK. 



t 



The favourable reception whicli I ventured to an- 
ticipate for the First Volume of this work has been, 
to the full extent of my expectations, realised ; and 
I may witlinut scruple thus advert to the success it 
has met with, being well aware that to the intereat 
of the subject and the materials, not to any merit of 
the editor, auch a result is to be attributed. Among 
the less agreeable, though not least valid, proofs of 
this success may be counted the attacks which, front 
more than one quarter, the Volume has provoked : — 
attacks angry enough, it must be confessed, but, 
from their very anger, impotent, and, as containing 
nothing whatever in the shape either of argument 
or fact, not entitled, I may be pardoned for saying, 
to the slightest notice. 

Of a very different description, both as regards 
the respectability of the source from whence it 
comes, and the mysterious interest involved in its 



contents, is a document which made its appearance 

soon after the former Volume 
have annexed, witliout a single line of comment, to 
die present; — contenting myself, on this painful 
Guhject, with entreating the reader's attention to 
some extracts, as beautiful as they are, to my mind, 
convincing, from an unpublished pamphlet of Lord 
Byron, which will be found in the following pages.f 

Sanguinely as I was led t 
of our First Volume, of the : 
now present to the puhlic 
even still more confident. 
irom England, it was pli 
Lord Byron continued to look, throughout the re- 
mainder of his days, not only as the natural theatre 
of his literary fame, but as the tribunal to which all 
his tlioughts, feelings, virtues, and frailties were to 
be referred ; and the exclamation of Alexander, 
" Oh, Athenians, how much it costs me to obtain 
your praises I" might have been, with equal truth, 
addressed by the nohle exile to his countrymen. To 
keep the minds of the English public for ever occu- 
pied about him, — if not with his merits, with his 



pearance ^^M 
which I ^^M 



1 augur of the reception 

luccesB of that which we 

I am disposed to feel 

Though self-banished 

I that to England alone 



w 

■ faults; if 
^ day and n 



faults ; if not in applauding, in blaming him, — was, 
day and night, the constant ambition of his soul t and 

the correspondence he so regularly maintained 
trith his publisher, one of the chief mediums through 
which this object was to be effected lay. Mr. Mur- 
ray's house being then, aa now, the resort of most 
of those literary men who are, at the same time, 
men of the world, his Lordship knew that whatever 
particulars he might wish to make public concerning 
himself, would, if transmitted to that quarter, be 
Biire to circulate from thence throughout society. 
It was on this presumption that he but rarely, as we 
shall find him more than once stating, corresponded 
with any others of his friends at home ; and to the 
mere accident of my having been, myself, away 
from England, at the time, was I indebted for the 
numerous and no less interesting letters with which, 
during the same period, he honoured me, and which 
now enrich this volume. 

In these two sets of correspondence (given, as 
they are here, with as little suppression as a regard 
to private feelings and to certain other considerations, 
warrants) wilt be found a complete history, from the 
pen of the poet himself, of the course of his life and 
thoughts, during this most energetic period of his 
whole career; — presenting altogether so wide a 
canvass of animated and, oflcn, unconscious self- 
portraiture, as even the communicative spirit of 



genius has seldom, !f ever, before bestowed on the 

Some insinuations, calling into question the dis- 
interestedness of the lady whose fate was connected 
with that of Lord Byron during his latter years, 
having been brought forward, or rather revived, in 
a late work, entitled "Gall's Life of Byron," — a 
work wholly unworthy of the respectable name it 
bears, — I may be allowed to adduce here a testi- 
mony on this subject, which has been omitted in its 
proper place-)-, but which will be more than sufficient 
to set the idle calumny at rest. The circumstance 
here alluded to may be most clearly, perhaps, com- 
municated to my readers through the medium of 
the following extract from a letter, which Mr. Barry 
(Hie friend and banker of Lord Byron) did me the 
ftvour of addressing to me soon after bis Lordship's 
death %: — " WTien Ivord Byron went to Greece, he 
gave me orders to advance money to Madame G • ' ; 
but that lady would never consent to receive any. 
His Lordship had also told me that he meant to 
leave his will in my hands, and that there would be 
a bequest in it of 10,000/. to Madame G • •. He 
mentioned this circumstance also to Lord Blessing- 



t In p. 332. 1 
(Uiided to, and in 

t June 18. less, 



ton. When the melancholy news of his death 
reached me, I took for granted that this will would 
be found among the sealed papers he had left with 
me; but there was no Euch instrument. X imme- 
diately then wrote to Madanje G * •, enquiring if 
she knew any thing concerning it, and mentioning, 
at the same time, what his Lordship had said as to 
the legacy. To this the lady replied, that he had 
frequently spoken to her on the same subject, but 
that she had always cut the conversation short, as it 
was a topic she by no means liked to hear him speak 
iipon. In addition, she expressed a wish that no 
such will as I had mentioned would be found ; as her 
circumstances were already sufficiently independent, 
and the world might put a wrong construction on 
her attachment, should it appear that her fortunes 
were, in any degree, bettered by it" 
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NOTICES 



LIFE OF LOKD BYRON. 



It has been said of Lord Byron, "that lie w^, - 
prouder of' being a descendant of those Byrons of 
Normandy, who accompanied William tlie Con- 
I queror into England, than of having been the author 
I of Childe Harold and Manfred." This remark is 
I not altogether unfounded in truth. In the character 
lof the noble poet, the pride of ancestry was un- 
I doubtedly one of the most decided features ; and, 
wt& far as antiquity alone gives lustre to descent, he 
f bad every reason to boast of the claims of his raue. 
In Doomsday-book, the name of Ralph de Buriin 
ranks high among the tenants of land in Notting- 
hamshire ; and in the succeeding reigns, under the 
title of Lords of Horestan Castle •, we find his 
descendants holding considerable possessions in 
Derbyshire ; to which, afterwards, in the time of 

" " In the park of Horseloy," mjs Thoroum, ■' there was 
B castle, lome of the ruins wht^reof tie yet cisible, calltd Ho- 
reilati Castle, which was the chief mansian of Ins [lUlph du 



Edward L, were added, the Janda of Rochdali 

Lancashire. So extensive, indeed, in those eariy 
times, was the landed wealth of the family, that the 
partition of their ^to^'City, in Nottinghamshire alone, 
has been sufficient to establish some of the first fami- 
lies of the cfianty. 

Its aritiqnity.liowever, was not the only distinction 
by whicl^tTie'nanie of Byron came recommended to 
its iiiteritor ; Uiose personal merits and accomplish- 
ments^'which form the best ornament of a genealogy, 

, ^^^'to have been displayed in no ordinary degree 
■"iyy'some of his ancestors. In one of his own early 

..poems, alluding to the achievements of his race, he 
commemorates, with much satisfaction, those " mail- 
covered barons" among them, 

who proudlf lo battle 
Led iheii vassals from Europe (□ Palestine's plain. 

Adding, 

Near Askalon's towers John of Horiston slumbers. 
Unnerved is the hand of bis tninsitrel b>' death. 

As there is no record, however, as far as I caq 
discover, of any of his ancestors having been engaged 
in the Holy Wars, it is possible that he may have 
had no other authority for this notion tlian the 
tradition which he found connected with certain 
strange groups of heads, which are represented on 
the old panel-work, in some of the chambers at 
Newstead. In one of these groups, consisting of 
three heads, strongly carved and projecting from the 
panel, the centre figure evidently represents a 
Saracen or Moor, with an European female on one 
side of him, and a Christian soldier on the other. 
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In a seconil group, which is in one of the bedrooms, 
the female occupies the centre, while on each side 
is the head of a Saracen, with the eyes fixed earnestly 
upon her. Of the exact meaning of these figures 
there is nothing certain known ; but the tradition is, 
I iinderstand, that they refer to some love -adventure, 
in which one of those crusaders, of whom the young 
poet speaks, was engaged. 

Of the more certain, or, at least, better known 
exploits of tlie family, it is sufiicient, perhaps, to say, 
that, at the siege of Calais under Edward III.. 
and on the fields, memorable in their respective 
eras, of Cressy, Bosworth, and Marston Moor, the 
name of the Byrons reaped honours both of rank 
and fame, of which their young descendant has, 
in the verses just cited, shown himself proudly 
conscious. 

It was in the reign of Henry VIII., on the dis- 
solution of the monasteries, that, by a royal grant, 
the church and priory of Newstead, with the lands 
adjoining, were added to the other possessions of the 
Byron family.* The favourite upon whom these 

■ The priory of Ncmstead had been founded and dedicated to 
God and the Virgin, by Henry II. ; and its moiiks, who were 
canons regular of tlie order of St. Augusdne, appear ta have 
been pecuharly the objects of royal favour, no less in spiritual 
thsti in temporo! eoneems. During the lifetime of the flfih 
Lord Byron, there was found in the late at Newstead,— 
where it ia supposed to have been thrown for concealment by 
(he monks, — a Isj-ge brass eagle, in the body of which, on its 
being sent to be cleaned, was discovered a secret aperture, con- 
tcaling withiti it a number of old legal papers connected with 
Ihc rights and privileges of the foundation. At tlie sale of the 



spoils ef the a 



t religion were conferred, waa 



the grand-nephew of the gallant soldier who fought 
by the side of Richmond at Bos worth, and is dis- 
tinguished from the other knights of the same 
Christian name in the faniiiy, by the title of " Sir 
John Byron the Little, with the great beard." A 
portrait of this personage was one of the few family 
pictures with which the walls of the abbey, while in 
the possession of the noble poet, were decorated, 

At the coronation of James I. we find another 
representative of the family selected as an object of 
royal favour, -- the grandson of Sir John Byron the 
Little, being, on this occasion, made a Iniight of the 
Bath. There is a letter to this personage, preserved 
in Lodge's Illustratioas, from which it appears, that 
notwithstanding all these apparent indications of 
prosperity, the inroads of pecuniary embarrasemeDt 
had already begun to be experienced by this ancient 



old lord's effects in 1776-7, this eagle, together with three can- 
delabra, fuund at Che aane time, vas purchased by a natcb- 
maker of Nottioghani (by nbom tho concealed manusciipts 
were discorered), and baving from hia hands passed into those 
of Sr Richaid Kaye, a prebendary of Southwell, foiraa at pre- 
seat a very remarkable ornament of the catliedral of that place. 
A cutious document, said lo have been among those found in 
the eagle, is now in the possession of Colonel Wildman, con- 
taining a grant of full pardon from Henry V. of every posu- 
ble crime (and there is a tolerably long catalogue enumerated) 
which the monks mght have committed previous lo the Sth of 
December preceding; — " MurdrU, per ipsoa poit dtdrnvn 



tuerint, ^ceptis." 



Jiem Nocemini, ultimo prxteritum perpetratis, a qun 



rl64a. LIFE OF LOBD BYRON, " 

house. After counselling the new lielr as to tlie 
best mode of getting free of his debts, " I do there- 
I fore advise you," continues the writer", " that so 

soon aa you have, in such sort as shall be fit, finished 
your father's funerals, to dispose and disperse that 

»greathousehold,reducingthemtothenumber of forty 
or fifty, at the most, of all sorts ; and, in my opinion, 
it will be far bettor for you to live for a time in 
Lancashire rather than in Notts, for many good rea- 
sons that I can tell you when we meet, fitter for 
words than writing." 

From the following reign (Charles I.) the nobility 
of the family date its origin. In the year 1643, Sir 
John Byron, great grandson of him who succeeded to 
the rich domains of Newstead, was created Baron 

» Byron of Uochdale in the county of Lancaster ; and 
seldom has a title been bestowed for such high and 
honourable services as those by which this nobleman 
deserved the gratitude of hig royal master. Through 
ELmost every page of the History of the Civil Wars, 
we trace his name in connection with the varying 
fortunes of the king, and find him faithful, persever- 
^L ing, and disinterested to the last. " Sir John Biron," 
^M Bays the ivritcr of Colonel Hutchinson's Memoirs, 
^1 « afterwards Lord Biron, and all his brothers, bred 
^H up in arms, and valiant men in their o 
^H were all passionately the king's." Thei 
^H the answer which Colonel Hutchinson, when go- 
^H Vemor of Nottingham, returned, on one occasion, to 
^H his cousin-germ an, Sir Richard Biron, a noble tri- 

^^^ * The Earl af Shrewsbury. 
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bute to the valour and fidelity of the famiiy. 
Richard having sent to prevail on his relative to 
surrender the casde, received for answer, that 
" except he found his own heart prone to such 
treachery, he might consider there was, if nothing 
else, so much of a Biron's blood in him, that he 
should very much scorn to betray or quit a trust he 
had undertaken." 

Such are a few of the gallant and distinguished 
personages, through whom the name and honours of 
this noble house have been transmitted. By the 
maternal side also Lord Byron had to prile himself 
on a line of ancestry as illustrious aa any that Scot- 
land can boast, — his mother, who was one of the 
Gordons of Gight, having been a descendant of that 
Sir William Gordon who was the third son of the 
Earl of Huntley, by the daughter of James I. 

After the eventful period of the Civil Wars, when 
80 many individuals of the house of Byron distin- 
guished themselves, — there having been no less than 
seven brothers of that family on the field at Edge- 
hill, — the celebrity of the name appears to have 
died away for near a century. It was about the 
year 1750, that the shipwreck and sufferings of Mr- 
Byron • {the grandfather of the illustrious subject 
of these pages) awakened, in no small degree, the 
attention and sympathy of the public. Not long after, 
alessinnocentsort of notoriety attached itself to two 
other members of the family, — one, the grand-uncle 
of the poet, and the other, his father. The former, 

* Afterwards Admiral. 
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rJ7B4. IIFE OF LORD BynON. 7 

in the year 1765, Btood his trial before the House of 
Peers for killing, in a duel, or rather scuffle, his rela- 
tion and neighbour Mr. Cliaworth ; end the latter, 
having carried off to the Continent the wife of Lord 
Carmarthen, on the noble marquis obtaining a divorce 
from the lady, married her. Of this short union one 
daughter only was the issue, tJie Honourable Au- 
gusta Byron, now the wife of Colonel Leigh. 

In reviewing thus cursorily the ancestors, both 
lear and remote, of Lord Byron, it cannot fail to be 
I remarked how strikingly he combined in his own 
I nature some of the best and, perhaps, worst quali' 
I- ties that iie scattered through the various characters 
I- of his predecessors, — the generosity, the love of 
I enterprise, the high-mindedness of some of the bet- 
[ ter spirits of his race, with the irregular passions. 
f the eccentricity, and daring recklessness of the 
I world's opinion, that so much characterised others. 
The first wife of the father of the poet having 
[ died in 1784, he, in the following year, marriedMiss 
I Catherine Gordon, only child and heiress of George 
Gordon, Esq. of Gight. In addition to the estate of 
Gight, which had, however, in farmer times, been 
much more extensive, this lady possessed, in ready 
money, bank shares, &c. no inconsiderable property ; 
and it was known to be solely with a view of reliev- 
ing himself from hia debts, that Mr. Byron paid his 
addresses to her. A circumstance related, as having 
taken place before the marriage of this lady, not only 
shows the extreme quickness and vehemence of her 
feelings, but, if it be true that she had never at the 
time seen Captain Byron, is not a little striking. 



S0TICE3 OP THE 



Being nt the Edinburgh theatre one night when the 
character of Isabella was performed by Mrs. Sid- 
dons, so affected was she by the powers of thia 
great actress, that, towards the conclusion of the 
play, she fell into violent fits, and was carried out of 
the theatre, screaming loudly, " Oh, my Biron, my 
BIron I " 

On the occasion of her marriage there appeared a 
ballad by some Scotch rhymer, which has been 
lately reprinted in a collection of the "Ancient Bal- 
lads and Songs of the North of Scotland ; " and as it 
bears testimony both to the reputation of the lady 
for wealth, and that of her husband for rakory and 
extravagance, it may be worth extracting : — 

MIS3 GORDON OF GIGHT. 

O whore arc je gsen, bonny Miss Gordon ? 



To squander ihe IsniiU o' Giglit awa'. 

This youth is a rake, frae England he's come ) 
The Scots dinna ken Ills extraclioii ava ; 

He keepB Dp his misses, his landlord he duns. 
That's fiut drawen' Ihe lands o' Gight awa". 

O whare are ye gaen, &c. 

The ahooten' □' guns, an' rattlin' o' drums, 
The bugle in woods, the pipes i' (he ha'. 

The beagleE a howlin', Che hounds a growlin' ; 
These soundings will soon gar Gight gang awa'. 

Soon after the marriage, which took place, I be 
lieve, at Bath, Mr. Byron and his lady removed ti 
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estate in Scotland ; and it was not long before 
the prognostics of this ballad-maker began to be 
realised. The extent of that chasm of debt, in 
which her fortune was to be swallowed up, now 
opened upon the eyes of the ill-fated heiress. The 
creditors of Mr. Byron lost no time in pressing 
their demands ; and not only was the whole of her 
ready money, bank shares, fisheries, &c., sacritleed 
to satisfy them, but a large sum raised by mort- 
gage on the estate for the same purpose. In 
the summer of 1786, she and her husband left 
Scotland, to proceed to France ; and in the follow- 
ing year the estate of Gight itself was sold, and the 
whole of the purchase money applied to the further 
payment of debts, — with the exception of a small 
sum vested in trustees for the use of Mrs. Byron, 
who thus found herself, within the short space of 
two years, reduced from competence to a pittance 
of 150/. per annum.* 

• The following purticuUra resperting the amount of Mrs. 
BjTon's fonune before marriage, and its rapid disappearance 
atlBiwardi, are, i have every reason to think, from the authen- 
tic source to which 1 am indebted for Ihem, strictly comet : — 

" At the time of the marriage, Miss Gordon was possessed 
of about 3000t in money, two shares of the Aberdeen Bank- 
ing Company , the estates of Gight and Mankshil), and the su- 
periority of two salmon fishings on Dee. Soon after the arrival 
ot Mr. and Mrs. Byron Gordon in Scotland, it appeared that 
Mr. Byron had involved himself very deeply in debt, and hia 
creditors commenced legal proceedings for the recovery of 
their money. The cash in hand n-as soon paid away, — the 
bant shares were disposed of at 600(. .row worth SOOOi.) — 
dmber on (be estate nas cut down and (old to the amount of 
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10 NOTICES OF TBE 1788. 

From France Mrs. Byron returned to England at 
the close of the year 1787; and on the 22dof Ja* 
nuary, 1788, gave birth, in Holies Street, London, 
to her first and only child, George Gordon Byroiu 
The name ol' Gordon was added in compliance with 
a condition imposed by will on whoever should be- 
come husband of the heiress of Gight ; and at the 
baptism of the child, the Duke of Gordon, and Co* 
lonel Duff of Fetteresso, stood godfathers. 

1 500/. — the faim of Mookshill and iuperiori ty of [he fishlngi, 
aflbrdjng b freehold qualificatjon, were dispo&ctl of at 4S0L ] 
and, in addiljon to these safes, within a year after the marriage, 
eOOOt was borrowed upon a mortgage on the eslale, granted 
by Mrs. Byron Cordon to the perHin who lent the moDcy. 

" In Alarch, I TEG, a contract of marriage in the Scotch 
form was drawn up and signed by the panics. In the course of 
the summer of that year, Mr. and Mrs. Byron left Gight, and 
ne'er returned to it; the estaie being, in the following year, 
sold to Lord Haddo for the sum of 17,8501., the whole ut 
which was applied to the payment of Mr. Byron's debts, with 
the eicepdau of IlSSt, which remained a^ a burden on the 
ettalc, (the interest to be applied to paying a jointiuv of 
SSL 111. Id. to Mn. Byron's grandmother, the principal re- 
*ertiiig, at her death, to Mrs. Byron,) and SOOOJ. vested in 
trustees for Mr?. Byron's separate use, which was lent to 
Mr. Carsewell of Ratharllct, in Fifcshire." 

" took place previous to the Eale of Ilie lands. All the doves 
left the house of Gight and came to Lord Hnddo's, and so 
did a number of herons, which had biult iheir nesta for many 
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a wood on the bnnks of a large loc 



When 



told I 



called the Hag- 



Lord Huddo, be p 



nently replied, ' Let the birds c 



LlfB OF LOKD BYRON. 



^B In reference to the circumstance of Iiia being an 
^P'only child, Lord Byron, in one of his journals, men- 
tions some curious coincidences in his family, 
which, to a mind dispoeed as his was to regard every 
thing connected witli himself as out of tlie ordinary 

t course of events, would naturally appear even more 
strange and singular tlian they are. " I have been 
thinking," he says, " of an odd circumstance. My 
daughter (1), my wife (2), my half-sister (3), my 
mother (4), my sister's mother (5), my natural 
daughter (6), and myself (7), are, or were, all onin 
{^dren. My sisler'f mothe:- (Lady Cmivevs) '- A 

I only my half-siatei by tli*.il second marriag'^, ^herselt, 
too, an ijoly ctuid,) and my futliev Jiad only int., art 
only child, by lus eccoini marriage « ith my mctlier, 
an only child too. Such a complication of only 
children, all tending to one family, is singular enough, 
and looks like fatality almost." He then adds, clia- 
racteristicatly, " But the fiercest animals have the 
fewest numbers in their litters, as lions, tigers, and 
even elephants, which are mild in comparison.'' 
From London, Mrs. Byron proceeded with her in- 
fant to Scotland ; and, in the year 1790, took up her 
residence in Aberdeen, where she was soon after 
joined by Captain Byron. Here for a short time 
they lived together m lodgings at the house of a 
person named Anderson, in Queen Street. But 
their union being by no means happy, a separation 
took place between them, and Mrs. Byron removed 
to lodgings at the other end of the Btreet." Not- 

' It appears thai (he several timHi changed her rendencB 
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irithstanding tliia Bchism, they for some time c 
nued to visit, and even to drink tea with each othef ; 
but the elements of discord were strong on both 
sides, and their separation was, at last, complet 
final. He would frequently, however, accost the 
nurse and hia son in their walks, and expressed A , 
strong wish to have the child for a day or two, on tt 
visit with him. To this request Mrs. Byron w 
first, not very willing to accede, but, on the reprfi* 
sentation of the nurse, thai " if he kept the boy o 
night, he would not do so another," she consented. 
The event proved as the nurse had predicted ; on 
enquiring next morning sRer the child, she was told 
by Captain Byron that he had had quite enough of 
his young visiter, and she might take him home 
again. 

It should be observed, however, that Mrs. Byron, 
at this period, was unable to keep more than one 
servant, and that, sent as the boy was on this oc 
casion to encounter the trial of a visit, without thfe 
accustomed superintendence of his nurse, it is not 
so wonderful that he should have been fouad, under 
such circumstances, rather an unmanageable guest. 
Tliat as a child, his temper was violent, or rather 
sullenly passionate, is certain. Even when in petti- 
coats, he sliowed the same uncontrollable spirit with 
hia nurse, which he atlerwards exhibited when ott 



during ber stay at Aberdeen, aa there are two other bousei 
pointed out, where she Ind^d for aomc time ; one situated in 
Virginia Street, and the other, (he house of a fllr. Leslie, I 
ddiifc, in BroRd Street. 
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^H author, witti his critlcg. Being angrily reprimanded 
^V by her, one day, for having soiled or torn a new 
frock in which he had been just dressed, he got into 
one of his "silent rages" (as he himself has described 
them), seized the frock with both his hands, rent it 
from, top to bottom, and stood in sullen stillness, 
setting his censurer and her wrath at defiance. 
But, notwithstanding this, and other such unruly 
^^ outbreaks, — « which he was but too much encou- 
^L rsgedbythe example of his mother, who frequently, 
^H it if' said, proceeded to the same extremities with 
^H her caps, gowns, &c., — there was in his disposition, 
^H as appears from the concurrent testimony of nurses, 
^H tutors, and all who were employed about him, a 
^H mixture of affectionate sweetness and playfulness, 
^B by which it was impossible not to be attached ; and 
^B which rendered him Xhen, as in his riper years, 
^H easily manageable by those who loved and under- 
^H stood him sufficiently to be at once gentle and firm 
^B enough for the task. The female attendant of whom 
^K we have spoken, as well as her sister, Mary Gray, 
^r ^^^ succeeded her, gained an influence over his 
mind against which he very rarely rebelled ; while 
his mother, whose capricious excesses, both of an- 
ger and of fondness, lefl her little hold on either his 
» respect or affection, was indebted solely to his sense 
of filial duty for any small portion of authority she 
was ever able to acquire over hun. 
By an accident which, it is said, occurred at the 
time of his birth, one of his feet was twisted out of 
its natural position, and this defect (chiefly from the 
contrivances employed to remedy it) was a source 
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of much pain and inconvenience to him during hU 
early years. The expedients used at this period to 
restore the limb to shape, were adopted by the ad- 
vice, and under the direction, of the celebrated John 
Hunter, with whom Dr. Livingstone of Aberdeen 
corresponded on the subject ; and his nurst 
whom fell the task of putting on these machines or 
bandages, at bedtime, would often, as she herself 
told my informant, sing him to sleep, or tell him 
stories and legends, ia which, like most other cliil- 
dren, he took great delight. She also taught him, 
while yet an infant, to repeat a great number of the 
Psalms ; and the first and twenty-third Psalms were 
among the earliest that he committed to memory. 
It is a remarkable fact, indeed, that through the care 
of this respectable woman, who was herself of a very 
religious disposition, he attained a far earlier and 
more intimate acquaintance with the Sacred Writings 
than falls to the lot of most young people. In a letter 
which he wrote to Mr. Murray, from Italy, in 1821, 
after requesting of that gentleman to send him, by 
the first opportunity, a Bible, he adds — " Don't for- 
get this, for I am a great reader and admirer of those 
books, and had read them through and through be- 
fore I was eight years old, — that is to say, the Old 
Testament, for the New struck me as a task, but the 
other as a pleasure. I speak as a boy, from the re- 
cfdlected impression of that period at Aberdeen, in 

riie malformation of his foot was, even at this 
childish age, a subject on which he showed peculiar 
sensitiveness. I have been told by a gentleman of 
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Glasgow, that the person who nursed hia wife, and 
who still lives in liis family, used often to join the 
nurse of Byron when they were out with their re- 
spective charges, and one day said to her, as they 
walked together, " What a pretty boy Byron is ! 
what a pity he has such a leg!" On hearing this 
allusion to his injirmity, the child's eyes flashed with 
anger, and striking at her with a little whip which 
he held in his hand, he exclaimed impatiently, 
"Dinna speak of itl" Sometimes, however, as in 
after life, he could talk indifferently and even jest- 
ingly of this lameness ; and there being another little 
boy in the neighbourhood, who had a similar defect 
in one of his feet, Byron would say, laughingly, 
" Come and see the twa laddies with the twa club 
feet going up the Broad Street," 

Among many instances of his quickness and 
energy at this age, his nurse mentioned a little in- 
cident that one night occurred, on her taking him 
to the theatre to see the " Taming of the Shrew." 
He had attended to the performance, for some time, 
with silent interest; but, in the scene between Ca- 
therine and Petruchio, where the following dialogue 
takes place, — 

Calh. I know it is the moon. 

Pel. Nay, then, you lie, — it is the blessed sun,— 

little Geordie (as they called the child), starting 
from his seat, cried out boldly, " But I say it is the 

The short visit of Captain Byron to Aberdeen has 
already been mentioned, and he again passed two 
or three months in that city, before his last de- 
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parture for France. On both occasions, hig chief 
object was to extract still more money, if poaaible, 
from the unfortunate woman whom he had beggared 
and so far was he successful, that, during his last 
visit, narrow as were her means, she contrived 
to furnish him with the money necessary for his 
journey to Valenciennes', where, in the following 
year, 1791, he died. Though latterly Mrs. Byron 
would not see her husband, ehc entertmned, it is 
said, a strong affection for him to die last; and on 
those occasions, when the nurse used to meet Lim 
in her walks, would enquire of her with tlie ten- 
derest anxiety as to his health and looks. When 
the intelligence of his death, too, arrived, her grief, 
according to the account of this same attendant, 
bordered on distraction, and her shrieks were so 
loud as to be heard in the street. She was, indeed, 
a woman full of the most passionate extremes, and 
her grief and affection were bursts as much of 
temper as of feeling. To mourn at all, however, 
for such a husband was, it must be allowed, a most 
gratuitous stretch of generosity. Having married 
her, as he openly avowed, for her fortune alone, he 

■ By her lujyaiicps of money to Mr. Byron (says an autho. 
tity I hare already citsd) □□ Itae two occa^ans when he tisited 
Aberdeen, ai well as by the expenses incurred in fumUIiiiig the 
flam occupied by her, after his dcnCh, in Broad Street, she got 
in debt IQ the amount of 300i., by paying thi- interest on which 
ha income was reduced lo 1351. On this, however, she con- 
■rived to live without increasing ber debt ; and on the deolb at 
her grandmother, when she received tlic 11221. set spsrt fac 
tint liAj'i annuity, discharged the whole. 
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^H Booa dissipated this, the solitary charm she poa- ^H 

^^ segsed for him, and was then unmanful enough to ^H 

^B taunt ber with the inconveniences of that penury ^| 

^B which his own extravagance had occasioned. ^| 

^H Wiien not quite five years old, young Byron was ^H 

^ sent to a dav-school at Aberdeen, taueht bv Mr, ^ 



1 day-school at Aberdeen, taught I 
Bowers*, and remained there, with some inter- 
ruptions, during a twelvemonth, as appears by 
the following extract from the day-book of the 
school : — 

George Gordan Byron. 
19th November, 1792. 
1 9th November, 1 793 — paid one guinea. 

The terms of this school for reading were only 
five shillings a quarter, and it was evidently less 
with a view to t!ie boy's advance in learning than 
as a cheap mode of keeping him quiet that his 
mother had sent him to it. Of the progress of liia 
infantioe studies at Aberdeen, as well under Mr. 
Bowers as under the various other persons tliat in- 
structed him, we have the following interesting 
particulars communicated by himself, in a sort of 
journal which he once began, under the title of 
" My Dictionary," and which is preserved in one of 
his manuscript books. 

" For several years of my earliest childhood, I 
■was in that city, bu( have never revisited it since I 
was ten years old. I was sent, at five years old, or 

" In Long Acre^ ' The prcjent master of this school is 
Mr. David Grant, the iogenioiiB editor of s collection of 
" Battles nnd War Pieces," B4id of a wort of much utility, en- 
titled " Class Book of Modem Poetry." 

VOL. 1 
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earlier, to a school kept by a Mr. Bowers, who was 
called ' Bodsy Bowtrs,' by reason of his dapper- 
ncss. It was a school for both seKes. I learned 
little there except to repeat by rote the first lesson 
of monosyllables (' God made man' — ' Let us love 
him'), by hearing it often repeated, without ac- 
quiring a letter. Whenever proof was made of my 
progress, at home, I repeated these words with the 
most rapid fluency ; but on turning over a new leaf, 
I continued to repeat them, so that tlie narrow 
boundaries of my first year's accomplishments were 
detected, my ears boxed, (which they did not de- 
serve, seeing it was by ear only that I had acquired 
my letters,) and my intellects consigned to a new 
preceptor. He was a very devout, clever, little 
clergyman, named Ross, afterwards minister of one 
of the kirks (Easl, 1 think). Under him I made 
astonishing pru, rcss ; and I recollect to this day 
his mild manners and good-natured pains-taking. 
The moment I could road, my grand passion was 
hisiory, and, wliy I know not, but I was particularly 
taken with the battle near the I-ake Regillus in the 
Roman History, put into my hands the first. Four 
years ago, when standing on the heights of Tus- 
culum, and looking down upon the little round lake 
that was once Regillus, and which dots the immense 
expanse below, I remembered my young enthusiasm 
and my 61d instructor. Afterwards I had a very 
serious, saturnine, but kind young man, named Pa- 
terson, for a tutor. He was the son of my shoe- 
maker, but a good scholar, as is common with the 
Scotch. He was a rigid Presbyterian also. With 
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him I began Latin in ' Buddiman's Grammar, and 
continued till I went to the ' Grammar School, 
(^Scotice, ' Schule ;' Aberdonice, ' Squeel,') where I 
threaded all the classes to the fourth, when I was 
recalled to England (where I had been hatched) by 
the demise of my uncle. I acquired this hand- 
writing, which I can hardly read myself, under 
the feir copies of Mr. Duncan of the same city : I 
don't think lie would plume himself much upon my 
progress. However, I wrote much better then than 
I have ever done since. Haste and agitation of 
one kind or another have quite spoiit as pretty a 
scrawl as ever scratched over a frank. The gram- 
mar-school might consist of a hundred and fifty of 
all ages under age. It was divided into live classes, 
taught by four masters, the chief teaching the 
fourth and fifth himself. As in England, the fifth, 
sixth forms, and monitors, are heard by the head 



Of his class-fellows at the grammar-school there 
are many, of course, still alive, by whom he is well 
remembered*; and the general impression they 
retain of him is, that he was a lively, warm-hearted, 
and high-spirited boy — passionate and resentful, 
but affectionate and companionable with his school- 
fellows — to a remarkable degree venturous and fear- 
less, and (as one of them significantly expressed it) 
" always more ready to give a blow than take one." 
Among many anecdotes illustrative of this spirit, it 

• The old porter, too, at the College, "minds weel" the lit. 
tie boy, tiith the red jacket and nankeen trowsers, whom he has 
to often turned out of the College court- yard. 



from school, ^H 
former occa- ^| 
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ttfwMwt ^ttt iwri. in Ktuming home from si 
)it.>Al|; 4(1 «M tt twjr who had on some former o 
«■)» ilwiiiii^ lit l>«Mh but had then got off unpunished 
-w.4tl^ If^lvi*, hoirever, at the time, promising to 
^MA l>i«M tiJf" whenever they should meet again. 
VvmnUi^i on this second encounter, though there 
VW' "'WKT tXhrr boyB to take his opponent's part, 
kM >i«KVV««M iu inflicting upon him a hearty beat- 
^j t,^ KU return home, breathless, the 
MW.iWWil what he had been about, and was answered 
^ Mm witt* 1 mixtvire of rage and humour, that he 
^Miijt tw«*> {wying a debt, by beating a boy according 
tv M>MMii#c ; tor that he was a Byron, and would 
«,«<i^ hclie his motto, " Trust Byron.:' 

\\t «*». indeed, much more ansious to distinguish 
ImMwU' Among his school-fellows by prowess la alt 
^MWtt * and exercises, than by advancement in leam- 
JMn^ "Hmugh quick, when he could be persuaded 
VA (Mloidi o'' had any study that pleased him, he 
«a'' in general fery low in the class, nor seemed 
fntbitious of being promoted any higher. It is the 
ctutonii it seems, in this seminary, to invert, now 
Kitd then, the order of the class, so as to make the 
h^hosC and lowest boys cliange places, — with a 
view, no doubt, of piquing tiie ambition of both. On 
these occasions, and only these, Byron was some- 
times at tiie liead, and the master, to banter him, 

* " He was,*' SL^B one of my informanr^ '' a good hand at 
msrtitcs, and coulJ driti' one rsrthcr than most boy?. He al»- 
eiccUed «t ' Bases,' a game which requires consLderable swift- 

m of foot" 



would say, " Now, George, man, let me see how soon 
Vou'll be at the foot again."" 

During this period, his mother and he made, 
occaBionally, visits among their friends, passing some 
time at Fetteresso, the aeat of his godfather. Colonel 
Duff, (where the child's delight with a humorous old 
butler, named Ernest Fidler, is still remembered,) 
and also at Banff, where some near connections of 
Mrs. Byron resided. 

In the summer of the year 1796, after an attack 
of scarlet-fever, he was removed by his motlier for 
change of air into the Highlands ; and it was either 
at tliis time, or in the following year, that they toolc 
up their residence at a farm-house in the neigh- 
bourhood of Ballater, a favourite summer resort for 
health and gaiety, about forty miles up the Dee 
from Aberdeen. Though this house, where they 
still show with much pride the bed in which young 
Byron slept, has become naturally a place of pil- 
grimage for the worshippers of genius, neither its 
own appearance, nor tliat of the small bleak valley, 
in which it stands, is at all worthy of being asso- 
ciated with the memory of a poet. Witliin a short 

■ On eimniniEg the quarterly lists kept at the grammnr- 
school of Aberdeen, in which the names of tha boya are set 
down according to the station each holds in his class, it ap- 
pears that in April of the year 1T94, the name of Byron, then 
in the eecoDd class, stands twenty-third in a list of thir^.eight 
boys. In the April of 1798, however, he had risen to be fifth 
in the fourth class, consisting of twenty-acvEn boys, and had 
got ahead of several of liis conleinporariei, who had previously 
always stood befuiQ him. 



I 



r 



22 NOTICES OF THE 

distance of it, however, all those features of wildness 
and beauty, wliich mark tlie course of the Dee 
through tlie Highlands, may be commanded. Here 
the dark summit of Lochin-y-gair stood towering 
before the eyes of the future bard ; and the verses in 
which, not many years afterwards, he commera orated 
this sublime object, show that, young as he was, at 
the time, its " frowning glories " were not unnoticed 
by him. • 

Ah, there mj ^Dung footsteps in infanry wandered, 

My cap was the bannet, m; cloak was the plidil j 
On chicflaiDS long perish'd my memory poDder'd 

As daily I strode through the pine-cover'd glade. 
I sought not my home till the day's dying glory 

Gave place to the rays of the bright polar-star ; 
For Fancy was cheer'd by traditional story, 

Disclosed by the natives of dark Loch-na-gar. 

To the wildness and grandeur of the scenes, among 
which his childhood was passed, it is not unusual 
to trace the first awakening of liis poetic talent. 
But it may be questioned whether this faculty was 
ever so produced. That the charm of scenery, which 
derives its chief power from fancy and association, 
should be much felt at an age when fancy is yet 
hardly awake, and associations but few, can with 
difficulty, even making every allowance for the pre- 
maturity of genius, be conceived. The light which 
the poet sees around the forms of nature is not so 
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distant from bis residence, r 



H much in the objects themselves as in the eye that ^M 

^P contemplates them; and Imagination must first be ^H 

I 
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able to lend a glory to such scenes, before she 
derive inspiration^^mn them. As materials, indeed, 
for the poetic faculty, when developed, to work upon, 
these imprciisions of the new and wonderful retained 
from childhood, and retained with all the vividness 
of recollection which belongs to genius, may form, 
it is true, the purest and most precious part of that 
aliment, with which the memory of the poet feeds 
his imagination. Out still, it is the newly-awakcneci 
power within him that is the source of the charm ; — 
it is the force of fancy alone that, acting upon tm 
recollections, impregnates, as it were, all the past 
with poesy. In this respect, such impressions of 
natural scenery as Lord Byron received in his child- 
hood must be classed with the various other remem- 
brances which that period leaves behind — of its 
innocence, its sports, its first hopes and offectioos — 
all of them reminiscences which the poet aflerwards 
converts to his use, but which no more ma/ie the 
poet than — to apply an illustration of Byron's own 
— the honey can be said to make the bee that 
treasures it. 

When it happens — as was the case with LordByron 
in Greece — that the same peculiar features of na- 
ture, over which Memory has shed tins reflective 
charm, are reproduced before the eyes under new 
and inspiring circumstances, and with all the acces- 
sories whidi an imagination, in its full vigour and 
wealth, can lend them, then, indeed, dr> both the 
past and present combine to make the enchantment 
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complete ; and never was there a lieart more borne ^M 
away by this confluence of feelings than that of ^| 
Byron. In a poem, written about a year or two ^| 
before his death*, he traces all his enjoyment of ^M 
mountain scenery to the impressions received during ^H 
his residence in the Highlands ; and even attributes ^^ 
the pleasure which he experienced in gazing upon 
Ida and Parnassus, far less to classic remembrances, 
than to those fond and deep-felt associations by 
which they brought back the memory of his boyhood 
and Lachin-y-gair. 

He who SrsC mEt the Highland's swelling blue, 

Will love each peak that shows a kindred hue, 

HmI in each crag a friend's familiar face, 

And clasp ihe mountain in his mind's embrace. 

Long have I roam'd through lands which are noc mine, 

Adored the Alp, and loved the Apeniune, 

Kevered Parnassus, and beheld the steep 

Jove's Ida and Olfrnpus crown the deep : 

But 'twas not ali long ages' lore, nor all 

Their nature held me in Uieir thrilling thrall ; 

The infant rapture still survived the boy, 

And Loch-na-gar with Ida look'd o'er Troy, 

Mil'd Celtic memories with the Phrygian mount. 

And Highland Hnns with Caslalic's clear fount. 

In a note appended to this passage, we find him 
falling into that sort of anachronism in the history 
of his own feelings, which I have above adverted to 
as not uncommon, and referring to childhood itself 
that love of mountain prospects, which was but the 
after result of his imaginative recollections of that 
period. 
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' I'Vom this period" (llii.' time-nUis residence in ^H 

tlie Highlands) " 1 date my love of mountainous ^H 

countries. I can never forget the effect, a few years ^H 

afterwards in England, of the only thing I had long ^| 

Been, even in miniature, of a mountain, in the Mai- ^| 

vern Hills. After I returned to Cheltenham, I used ^ 
to watch them every afternoon at sunset, with a 
sensation which I cannot describe." His love of 
solitary rambles, and his taste for exploring in all 

I directions, led him not nnfrequently so far, as to ^H 

excite serious apprehensions for his safety. While ^| 

at Aberdeen, he used often to steal from home un< ^H 

perceived; — sometimes he would find his way to ^| 

the seaside ; and once, af^er a long and anxious ^H 

search, they found the adventurous little rover ^H 

struggling in a sort of morass or marsli, from whicli ^H 

he was unable to extricate himself. ^H 

In the course of one of his summer excursions up ^H 

Dee-side, he had an opportunity of seeing still more ^H 



Dee-side, he had an opportunity of seeing still n 
of the wild beauties of the Highlands tlian even tlie 
neighbourhood of their residence at Ballatrech af- 
forded, — having been taken by his mother through 
the romantic passes that lead to Invercauld, and as 
far up as the small waterfall, called the Linn of Dee. 
Here liis love of adventure had nearly cost him his 
life. As he was scrambling along a declivity that 
overhung the fall, some heather caught his lame 
foot, and he fell. Aheady he was rolling downward, 
when the attendant luckily caught hold of him, and 
was but just in time to save him from being killed. 

It was about this period, when he was not quite 
eight years old, that a feeling partaking more of the 



nature of love than it is easy to believe possible in 
BO young a child, took, according to his own account, 
entire possession of his thoughts, and showed how 
early, in this passion, as in most otliers, the sensibi* 
litiea of his natore were awakened.* The name of 
the object of this attachment was Mary Duff; and 
the following passage from a Journal, kept by him 
in 1813, will show how fresldy, after an interval of 
seventeen years, all the circumstances of this early 
love still lived in his memory : — 

" I have been thinking lately a good deal of Mary 
Duff. How very odd that I should have been so 
utterly, devotedly fond of that girl, at an age when 
I could neither feel passion, nor know the meaning 
of the word. And the effect I — My mother used 
always to rally me about this cliildish amour; and, 
at last, many years after, when I was sixteen, she 
told me one day, ' Oh, Byron, I have had a letter 
from Edinburgh, from Miss Abercromby, and your 
old sweetheart Mary Duff is married to a Mr. 
Co*,' And what was my answer ? I really cannot 
explain or account for my feelings at that moment ; 
but tliey nearly threw me into convulsions, and 

* Dante, ve know, was but nine years old when, at a May- 
da; feadial, he saw and fell in love with Beatrice ; and AMeri, 
who was himaeif a precocious lover, conaidcrs such earij send- 
bility to tie an unerring sign of a soul formed for the fine 
ans: — "Effetli," he aays, [o describing the feelings of his own 
flrat love, *' ehe poche persone intendono, e pochisEime pro. 
vano 1 ma a quei soli pochissimi i cancesso I' uscir dalls fulla 
volgare in lutte le umane arti." Canova used to say, that he 
perfectly well remembered haijng been in love when but five 
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akrmed my mother so much, that afttr I grew 
better, she generally avoided the subject — to me — 
and contented herself with telling it to all her ac- 
quaintance. Now, what could this be ? I had never 
seen her since her mother's faux-pas at Aberdeen 
hsd-been the cause of her removal to her grand- 
mother's at Banff; we were both the merest children. 
I had and have been attached fifty times since that 
period ; yet I recollect all we said to each other, aU 
our caresses, her features, my restlessness, sleep- 
lessness, my tormenting my mother's maid to write 
for me to her, which she at last did, to quiet me. 
Poor lilaiicy thought 1 was wild, and, as I could not 
write for myself, became my secretary. I remember, 
too, our walks, and the happiness of sitting by Mary, 
in the children's apartment, at their house not far 
from the Plain-stones at Aberdeen, while her lesser 
sister Helen played with tlie doU, and we sat gravely 
making love, in our way. 

" How the deuce did all this occur bo early ? 
where could it originate ? I certainly had no sexual 
ideas for years afterwards ; and yet my misery, my 
love for that girl were so violent, that I sometimes 
doubt if 1 have ever been really attached since. Be 
that as it may, hearing of her marriage several years 
after was like a thunder-stroke — it nearly choked 
me — to the horror of my mother and the astonish- 
ment and almost incredulity of every body. And it 
is a phenomenon in my existence (for 1 was not 
eight years idd) which has puzzled, and will puzzle 
me to the latest hour of it ; and lately, I know not 
why, the recollecturn (not the attachment) has re- 
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curred as forcibly as ever. I wonder if she can 
have the least remembrance of it or me ? or re- 
member her pitying sister Helen for not having an 
admirer too ? How very pretty is the perfect image 
of her in ray memory — her brown, dark hair, and 
hazel eyes ; her very dress ! I should be quite 
grieved to see Aer now ; the reality, however beau- 
tiful, would destroy, or at least confuse, the features 
of the lovely Peri which then existed in her, and 
still lives in my imagination, at the distance of more 
than sixteen years. I am now twenty-five and odd 
months. . . . 

" I think my mother told the circumstances (on 
my hearing of her marriage) to the Parkynses, and 
certainly to the Pigol family, and probably men- 
tioned it in her answer to Miss A^ who was well 
acquainted with my chiXdhh paichanl, and had sent 
the news on purpose for tne, — and thanks to her I 

" Next to the beginning, the conclusion has often 
occupied my reflections, in the way of investigation. 
That the facts are thus, others know as well as I, 
and my memory yet tells me so, in more than a 
whisper. But, the more I reflect, the more I am 
bewildered to assign any cause for this precocity of 
affection." 

Though the chance of his succession to the title 
of his ancestors was for some time altogether un- 
certain — there being, so late as the year 179i, a 
grandson of the fifth lord still alive — his mother 
had, fi'om his very birth, cherished a strong per- 
suasion that he was destined not only to be a lord, 
but " a great man." One of the circumstances on 
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which she founded tliis belief was, singularly enough, 
his lameness; — for what reason it is diificult to 
conceive, except that, possibly (having a mind of 
the most superstitious cast), she had consulted on 
the subject some village fortune'teller, who, to en- 
noble this infirmity in her eyes, had linked the 
future destiny of the child with it. 

By the death of the grandson of the old lord at 
Corsica in 1794, the only claimant, that had hitherto 
stood between little George and the immediate suc- 
cession to the peerage, was removed ; and the in- 
creased importance which this event conferred upon 
them was felt not only by Mrs. Byron, but by the 
young future Baron of NewsteaU himself. In the 
winter of 1797, his mother having chanced, one day, 
to read part of a speech spoken in the House of 
Commons, a iViendwho was present said to the boy, 
" We shall have tlie pleasure, some time or other, 
of reading your speeclies in the House of Com- 
mons." — " I hope not," was his answer : " if you 
read any speeches of mine, it will be in the House 
of Lords." 

The title, of which he thus early anticipated the 
enjoyment, devolved to iiim but too soon. Had he 
been leil to sti'uggle on for ten years longer, as 
plain George Byron, there can be little doubt that 
his character would have been, in many respects, 
the better for it. in the following year his grand- 
uncle, the fifth Lord Byron, died at Newstead 
Abbey, havmg passed the latter years of his strange 
life in a state of austere and almost savage seclusion. 
It is said, that the day after little Byre 
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to tlie title, lie ran up to liis mother and asked her, 
" wliether she perceived any difference in him since 
he had been miiJc a lord, as lie perceived none 
himself:" — a quick and natural thought; but the 
child little knew what a total and talismanic change 
had been wrought in all liis future relations with 
society, by the simple addition of that word before 
hifi name. That the event, as a crisis in his life, 
affected him, even at that time, may be collected 
from the agitation which he is said to have mani- 
fested on the important morning, when his name 
was first called out in school with the title of " Do- 
minus " prefixed to it. Unable to give utterance to 
the usual answer " adsum," he stood silent amid the 
general stare of his school-fellows, and, at last, burst 
into tears. 

The cloud, which, to a certain degree, unde> 
servedly, Kis unfortunate affray with Mr. Chaworth 
had tlirown upon the character of tlie late Lord 
Byron, was deepened and confirmed by wjiat it, in 
a great measure, produced, — the eccentric and 
unsocial course of life to which he afterwards betook 
himself. Of his cruelty to Lady Byron, before her 
separation from him, the most exaggerated stories 
are still current in the neighbourhiiod ; and it is 
even believed that, in one of his fits of furj', he flung 
her into the pond at Newstead. On another occa- 
sion, it is said, having shot his coachman for some 
disobedience of orders, he threw the corpse into the 
carriage to his lady, and, mounting the box, drove 
off himself. These stories are, no doubt, as gross 
fictions as some of those of which his iUu: 
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cesBOr was afterwards made the victim ; and a fe* 
male servant of the old lord, still alive, in contra- 
dicting both tales as scandalous fabrications, supposes 
the first to have had its origin in the following cir- 
cumstance : — A young lady, of the name of Booth, 
who was on a visit at Newstead, being one evening 
with a party who were diverting themselves in front 
of the abbey, Lord Byron by accident pushed her 
into the basin which receives the cascades ; and out 
of this little incident, as my informant very plausibly 
conjectures, the tale of his attempting to drown 
Lady Byron may have been fabricated. 

After his lady had separated from him, the entire 
seclusion in which he lived gave full scope to the 
inventive faculties of his neighbours. There was 
no deed, however dark or desperate, that the village 
gossips were not ready to impute to him ; and two 
grim images of satyrs, which stood in his gloomy 
garden, were, by the fears of those who had caught 
a glimpse of them, dignified by the name of " the old 
lord's devils." He was known always to go armed ; 
and it is related that, on some particular occasion, 
when his neighbour, the late Sir John Warren, was 
admitted to dine with him, there was a case of pistols . 
placed, as if forming a customary part of tlie dinner 
lervice, on the table. 
During his latter years, the only companions of 
\ tiis solitude — besides that colony of crickets, which 
he is said to have amused himself with rearing 
and feeding * — were old Murray, afterwards the 

■ To Ihia Lord Byron o«d M add, on the auiliority of old 
lervuitB of the ramil)', thai on tha day of (heir p»tro[i'B death. 



favourite servant of his successor, and the female 
domestic, whose authority I have just quoted, and 
who, from the statioa she was suspected of being 
promoted to by lier noble master, received gene- 
rally through the neiglibourhood the appellation of 
" Lady Betty." 

Though living in this sordid and solitary style, 
he was frequently, as it appears, mucii distressed 
for money ; and one of the most serious of the in 
juries inflicted by him upon the property was hi 
sale of the family estate of Rochdale in Lancashire, 
of which the mineral produce was accounted very 
valuable. He well knew, it is said, at tlie time of 
the sale, his inability to make out a legal title ; nor 
is it supposed that the purchasers themselves were 
unacquainted with the defect of the conveyance. 
But tbey contemplated, and, it seems, actually did 
realise, an indemnity from any pecuniary loss, 
before they could, in the ordinary course of events, 
be dispossessed of the property. During the young 
lord's minority, proceedings were instituted for the 
recovery of this estate, and as the reader will learn 
hereafter with success. 

At Newstead, both the mansion and the grounds 
around it were suffered to fall helplessly into decay; 
and among the few monuments of either care or 
expenditure which their lord left behind, were some 
masses of rockwork, on which much cost had been 
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throira away, and a few castellated buildings on the 
banks of the lake and in the woods. The forts 
upon the lake were designed to give a naval ap- 
pearance to its waters, and frequently, in his more 
social days, he used to amuse himself with sham 
fights,- — his vessels attacking the forts, and being 
cannonaded by them in return. The largest of 
these veGseU had been built for him at some sea- 
port on the eastern coast, and, being conveyed on 
wheels over the Forest to Newstead, was supposed 
to have fulfilled one of the prophecies of Mother 
Shipton, which declared that " when a ship laden 
with ling should cross over Sherwood Forest, the 
Newstead estate would pass from the Byron family." 
In Nottinghamshire, " ling" is the term used for 
heather ; and, in order to bear out Mother Shipton 
and spite the old lord, the country people, it is said, 
ran along by the side of the vessel, heaping it with 
heather all the way. 

Tliis eccentric peer, it is evident, cared but little 
^>out the fate of his descendants.. With his young 
heir in Scotland he held no communication what- 
ever ; and if at any time he happened to mention 
him, which but rarely occurred, it was never under 
any other designation than that of " the little boy 
who lives at Aberdeen." 

On the death of his grand-uncle, Lord Byron 
having become a ward of chancery, the Earl of Car- 
lisle, who was in some degree connected with the 
family, being the son of the deceased lord's sister, 
was appointed his guardian ; and in the autumn of 
1798, Mrs. Byron and her son, attended by their 
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ftithful Mary Gray, left Aberdeen for Newstead. 
Previously to their departure, the fiirniture of the 
humble lodgings viHch they liad occupied wa«, ^ 
with the exception of the plate and linen, which 
Mrs. Byron took with her, sold, and the whole 
that the effects of tlie mother of tlie Lord of New- 
stead yielded was 7*/. 17s. 7(i 

From the early age at which Byron was taken to 
Scotland, as well as from the circumstance of hi; 
mother being a native of that country, he had every 
reason to consider himself — as, indeed, he boasts 
in Don Juan — " half a Scot by birth, and bred a 
whole one.'' We have already seen how warmly 
he preserved through life his recollection of the 
mountain scenery in which he was brought up ; and 
in the passage of Don Juan, to which I have just 
referred, his allusion to the romantic bridge of Don, 
and to other localities of Aberdeen, shows an equal 
fidelity and fondness of retrospect : — 

As Auld Lang Syne brings ScaCland, one and all, 

Scotch plwds, Scotch snoods, Lite blue Iiilla and clear streams. 

The Dee, the Don, Balgounie's brig's btacfc wall. 
All my boy feelings, all my gentler dreaniB 

Of what I lAen dreamt, clolhiid in their own [lall. 
Like Banquo'a offspring ; — floating past me seems 

My childhood in this childiehness of mine ; 

I care not — 'lis a glimpse of " Auld Lang Sjne." 

He adds in a note, " The Brig of Don, near the 
' auld town' of Aberdeen, with its one arch and 
its black deep salmon stream, is in my memory as 
yesterday. I still remember, though perhaps I may 
misquote the awful proverb which made me pause 
to cross it, and yet lean over it with a childish de- 
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light, being an only Bon, at least by the mother's 
Bide. The saying, as recollected by me, was this, 
but I have never heard or seen it since I was nine 
years of age: — 

** * Btig of Balgounie, black 's your wa\ 
Wi' s wife's n* (on, and a mear's ae foal, 
DownyeshaUfa'.'"* 

To meet with an Aberdoriian was, at all times, a 
delight to him ; and when the late Mr. Scott, who 
'as a native of Aberdeen, paid him a visit at Venice 
I the year 1819, in talking of the haunts of his 
childliocd, one of the places lie particularly men- 
tioned was Wallace-nook, a spot where there is n 
rude statue of the Scottish chief still standing. 
From first to last, indeed, these recollections of the 
country of his youth never forsook him. In bis 
early voyage into Greece, not only the shapes of 
the mountains, but the kilts and hardy forms of tlie 
Albanese, — all, as he says, " carried him back to 
Morven ;" and, in liis last fatal expedition, the dress 
which he himself cliiefly wore at Cepjialonia was a 
tartan jacket. 

Cordial, however, and deep as were tlie im- 
pressions which he retained of Scotland, he woulil 
BoraetiraeB in this, as in all his other amiable fcel- 
JDgs, endeavour perversely to belie his own better 



* The correct reading of this legend is, I understand, as 
follows; — 

" Brig o' Balgounie^ wiglrl (strong) is Ihy vra' ; 
Wi' B wife's ae son on a mare's ae foal, 
DowD shalt thou fa'." 
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xiA, when under the excitement of anger ol 
ridicule, pGrsuade nut only others, but e 
that the whole current of his feelings ran directly 
otherwise. The abuse with which, in his anger 
against the Edinburgh Review, he overwhelmed 
every thing Scotch, is an instance of this temporary 
triumph of wilfulness ; and, at any time, the least 
association of ridicule with the country or its inha- 
bitants was sufficient, for the moment, to put all his 
sentiment to flight. A friend of his once described 
to me tlie half playfiil rage, into which she saw him 
thrown, one day, by a heedless girl, who remarked 
that she thought he had a little of the Scotch 
accent. " Good God, 1 Jiope not ! " lie exclaimed. 
" I 'm sure I have n't. I would rather the whole 
d — d country was sunk in the sea — I the Scotch 
accent 1 " 

To such sallies, however, whether in writing or 
conversation, but little weight is to be allowed, — 
particularly, in comparison with those strong testi- 
monies which he has left on record of his fondness 
for his early home ; and while, on his side, this 
feeling so indelibly existed, there is, on the part of 
[he people of Aberdeen, who consider him as almost 
their fellow-townsman, a correspondent warmth of 
affection for his memory and name. The various 
houses where he resided in his youth are pointed 
out to the traveller ; to have seen him but once is 
a recollection boasted of with pride ; and the Brig 
of Don, beautiful in itself, is invested, by his mere 
mention of it, with an additional charm. Two or 
e years since, the sum of five pounds was offered 
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to a person in Aberdeen for a letter whirh he had 
in his possession, written by Captain Byron a t'etv 
days before liis death; and, among the memorials 
of the young poet, which are treasured up by indi- 
viduals of that place, there is one which it would 
have not a little amused himself to hear of, being no 
less characteristic a relic than an old china saucer, 
out of which he had bitten a large piece, in a fit of 
passion, when a child. 

It was in the summer of 1798, as I have already 
said, that Lord Byron, tlien i^ his eleventli year, 
left Scotland with his mother and nurse, to take 
possession of the ancient seat of his ancestors. In 
one of his latest letters, referring to this journey, he 
says, " I recollect Loch Leven as it were but yes- 
terday — I saw it in my way to England in 1798." 
They had already arrived at the Newstead toll-bar, 
and saw the woods of the Abbey stretching out to 
receive them, when Mrs. Byron, affecting to be ig- 
norant of the place, asked the woman of the toll- 
house — to whom that seat belonged? She was 
told that the owner of it, Lord Byron, had been 
some months dead. " And who is the next heir ?" 
asked the proud and happy mother. " They say," 
answered the woman, " it is a little hoy wlio lives 
at Aberdeen." — " And this is he, bless him I" ex- 
daimed the nurse, no longer able to contain herself, 
and turning to kiss with delight the young lord who 
was seated on her lap. 

Even under the most favourable circumstances, 
such an early elevation to rank would be hut too 
likely to have a dangerous influence on the cha- 
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racter ; and the guidance under which young Byrori 
entered upon his new station was, of all others, the 
least likely to lead him safely through its perils and 
temptations. His mother, without judgment or self- 
command, alternately spoiled him by indulgence, 
and irritated, or — what was still worse — amused 
him by her violence. That strong sense of tlie 
ridiculous, for which he was afterwards so remark- 
able, and wliich showed itself thus early, got the 
belter even ofhis fear of her ; and when Mrs. Byron, 
who was a short and corpulent person, and rolled 
considerably in her gait, would, in a rage, endeavour 
to catch him, for the purpose of inflicting punish- 
ment, the young urchin, proud of being able to out- 
strip her, notwithstanding his lameness, would run 
round the room, laughing like a little Puck, and 
mocking at all her menaces. In a few anecdotes of 
his early life which he related in his " Memoranda," 
though the name of his mother was never mentioned 
but with respect, it was not difficult to perceive that 
the recollections she had lefl behind — at least, 
those that had made the deepest impression — were 
of a painful nature. One of the most striking pas- 
itages, indeed, in the few pages of that Memoir 
which related to his early days, was where, in speak- 
ing of his own sensitiveness, on the subject of his 
deformed foot, he described the feeling of horror and 
humiliation that came over him, when his mother, 
in one of her fits of passion, called him "a lame brat." 
As all that he had felt strongly through life was, in 
some shape or other, reproduced in his poetry, it 
s not likely that an expression such as this should 
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fell of being recorded. Accordingly we find, in the 
opening of his drama, " The Deformed Transfotnied," 

Berllia. Out, hundi bock ! 

Arnold. I was born so, motJier ! 

It may be questioned. Indeed, whether that whole 
drama was not indebted for its origm to tliis single 
recollection. 

While such was the character of the person under 
whose immediate eye his youth was passed, the 
counteraction which a kind and watchful guardian 
might have apposed to such example and influence 
was alcoost wholly lost to bim. Connected but re- 
motely with the family, and never having had any 
Opportunity of knowing the boy, it was with much 
relucttmce that Lord Carlisle originally undertook 
the trust ; nor can we wonder that, when his duties as 
a guardian brought him acquainted with Mrs. Byron, 
he should be deterred from interfering more than 
was absolutely necessary for the child by his fear of 
coming into collision with the violence and caprice 
of the mother. 

Had even the character which the last lord left 
^hind been sufficiently popular to pique his young 
successor into an emulation of his good name, such 
a salutary rivalry of the dead would have supplied 
the place of ]ivin|T examples ; and there is no mind 
in which such an ambition would have been more 
likely to spring up than that of Byron. But un- 
luckily, as we have seen, this was not the case ; and 
not only was so fair a stimulus to good conduct 
wanting, but a rivalry of a very different nature sub- 
stituted in its place. The strange anecdotes told of 



( last lord by the country people, among whom 
his fierce and solitary habits had procured for htm 
rt of fearful renown, were of a nature livelily to 
St the fancy of the young poet, and even to 
waken in his mind a sort of boyish admiration for 
ingularities which he found thus elevated into 
matters of wonder and record. By some it has been 
n supposed that in these stories of his eccentric 
,tive his imagination found the first dark outlines 
of that ideal character, which he afterwards em- 
bodied in BO many different shapes, and ennobled by 
hia genius. But however this may be, it is at least 
far from improbable that, destitute as he was of 
other and better models, the peculiarities of his im- 
mediate predecessor should, in a considerable de- 
gree, have influenced his fancy and tastes. One 
habit, which he seems early to have derived from 
this spirit of imitation, and which he retained through 
was that of constantly having arms of some de- 
scription about or near him — it being his practice, 
when quite a boy, to carry, at all times, small loaded 
pistols io his waistcoat pockets. The affray, indeed, 
of the late lord with Mr. Chaworth had, at a very 
early age, by connecting duelling in his mind with 
le name of his race, led him to turn his attention 
> this mode of arbitrament ; and the mortification 
which he had, for some time, to endure at school, 
from insults, as he imagined, hazarded on the pre- 
sumption of his physical inferiority, found consola- 
tion in the thought that a day would yet arrive when 
the law of the pistol would place him on a level with 
the strongest. 
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On their arrival from Seotiand, Mrs. Byron, with 
the hope of having Ills lameness removed, placed 
her son under the care of a person, who professed 
the cure of such cases, at Nottingham. Tiie name 
of this man, who appears to have been a mere em- 
pirical pretender, was Lavender ; and the manner 
in which he h said to have proceeded was by first 
rubbing the foot over, for a considerable time, with 
h^dsfii] of oil, and then twisting the limb forcibly 
round, and screwing it up in a wooden machine. 
That the boy might not lose ground in his education 
during this interval, he received lessons in Latin 
from a respectable schoolmaster, Mr. Rogers, who 
read parts of Virgi! and Cicero with him, and re- 
presents his proficiency to have been, for his age, 
considerable. He was of\en, during his lessons, in 
violent pain, from the torturing position in which 
his foot was kept; and Mr. Rogers one day said 
to him, " It makes me uncomfortable, my Lord, to 
see you sitting there in such pain as 1 Anow you 
must be suffering." — " Never mind, Mr. Rogers," 
answered the boy ; " you shall not see any signs of 

This gentleman, who speaks with the most niFec- 
tionate remembrance of bis pupil, mentions several 
instances of the gaiety of spirit with which he 
used to take revenge on his tormentor. Lavender, by 
exposing and laughing at his pompous ignorance. 
Among other tricks, he one day scribbled down on 
a sheet of paper all the letters of the alphabet, put 
together at random, but in the form of words and 
sentences, and, placing tbera before tliis all-pretend- 
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iag person, afked him gravely what language it was. 
The quack, unwilling to own his ignorance, an- 
swered confidently, "Italian," — to the in Snite de- 
light, as it may be supposed, of the little satirist in 
embryo, who burst into a loud, triumphant laugh 
at the success of the trap which he had thus laid 
for imposture. 

With that mindfulness towards all who hud been 
about him in his youth, which was so distinguishing 
a trait in his character, he, many years after, when 
in the neighbourhood of Nottingham, sent a message, 
full of kindness, ta his old instructor, and bid the 
bearer of it tell him, that, beginning from a certain 
line in Virgi] which he mentioned, he could recite 
twenty verses on, which he well remembered having 
read with this gentleman, when suffering all the time 
the most dreadful paiu. 

It was about this period, according to his nurse, 
-May Gray, that the first symptom of any tendency 
towards rhyming showed itself in him ; and the 
occasion which she represented as having given rise 
to this childish effort was as follows ; — An elderly 
lady, who was in the habit of visiting his mother, 
had made use of some expression that very much 
affronted him ; and these slights, his nurse said, he 
generally resented violently and implacably. The 
old lady had some curious notions respecting the 
soul, which, she imagined, took its fliglit to the moon 
afler death, as a preliminary essay before it pro- 
ceeded further. One day, afler a repetition, it is 
supposed, of her original insult; to tlie boy, he ap- 
peared before his nurse in a violent rage. " Well, 
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my little hero," she asked, " what's the matter with 
now ? " Upon which the child answered, that 
is old woman had put him in a most terrible 
ion — that he could not bear the sight of her," 
&c. &c. — and then broke out into the following 
doggerel, which he repeated over and over, as if 
delighted with the vent he had found for hia rage : — 

In Nottingham cuunly then] livtij at Swan Green, 
And vrben sbe doca Jic, which I hope will be soon, 

It is possible that these rhymes may have been 
caught up at second-hand; and lie himself, as will 
presently be seen, dated his " first dash into poetry," 
as he calls it, a year later : — but the anecdote alto- 
gether, as containing some early dawninga of cha- 
racter, appeared to me worth preserving. 

The small income of Mrs. Byron received at this 
time the addition — most seasonable, no doubt, 
though on what grounds accorded, I know not — 
of a pension on the Civil List, of 300/. a year. The 
following is a copy of the King's warrant ibr the 
grant : — (Signed) 

" George R, 

" Whereas we are graciously pleased to 
grant unto Catharine Gordon Byron, widow, an 
mnuity of 300/., to commence from Sth July, 1799, 
and to continue during pleasure : out will and plea- 
sure is, that, by virtue of our general letters of Privy 
Seal, bearing date 5th November, ITfiO, you do 
issue and pay out of our treasure, or revenue in the 
receipt of the Exchequer, applicable to the uses of 
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our civil government, unto the said CatharineGordon 
Byron, widow, or her assignees, the said annuity, to 
commence from 5th July, 1799, and to be paid 
quarterly, or otherwise, as the earae shall become 
due, and to continue during our pleasure ; and for 
80 doing this shall be yaui warrant. Given at ou 
Court of St. James's, 2d October, 1799, 39th yes 
of our reign. 

" By His Majesty's command, 

(Signed) " W. Pitt. 

" S. Douglas. 
" Edw". Roberts, Dep. Cler"». Pellium." 
Finding but little benefit from the Nottingham 
practitioner, Mrs, Byron, in the summer of the year 
1799, thought it right to remove her boy to Lon- 
don, where, at the suggestion of Lord Carlisle, he 
was put under the care of Dr. Baillie. It being an 
object, too, to place him at some quiet school, where 
the means adopted for the cure of his infirmity 
might be more easily attended to, the establishment 
of the late Dr. Glennic, at Dulwich, was chosen for 
tliat purpose ; and as it was thought advisable that 
he should have a separate apartment to sleep in, 
Dr. Glennie had a bed put up for him in hia own 
study. Mrs, Byron, who had remained a short time 
behind him at Newstead, on her arrival in town took 
a house upon Sioane Terrace ; and, under the direc- 
tion of Dr. Baillie, one of the Messrs. Sheldrake • 



• In a letter addrciscd lately by Mr. Sheldrate to the editor 
a Medical Journal, it is Elati.>d that tlic person of the same nsi 
who attended Lord Byron at Dulwich owed the honour 
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^M was employed to construct an instrument for the 

^f purpose of atraighteoing the limb of the child. 

Moderation ia all athletic exercises was, of course, 

prescribed ; but Dr. Glenoie found it by no means 

easy to enforce compliance with this rule, as, though 

I sufficiently quiet when along with him in his study, 
nil sooner was tlie boy released for play, than he 
showed as much ambition to excel in all exercises 
as the most robust youth of the school ; — "an am- 
bition," adds Dr. Glcnnie, in the communication 
with which he favoured me a short time before his 
death, " which I have remarked to prevail in general 
in young persons labouring under similar defects of 
nature." * 
Having been instructed in the elements of Latin 
grammar according to the mode of teaching adopted 
at Aberdeen, the young student had now unluckily 
to retrace his steps, and was, as is too often the case, 
retarded in his studies and perplexed in his recollec- 
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being called in lo u mistake, and effected nothing towards the 
remedf of the limb. The writer of the letter odds that he wai 
himself consulted Ly Lord Bjron four or five years afterwards, 
and though unable to undertake the cuie of the dcTect, from 
the unwilUngneaa of his noble paUent to submit to restraint or 
confinement, was successful in constructing a sort of stioe for 
the foot, which in some degree alleiiiated the inconvenience 
under which he laboured. 

• " Quoique," says Alfieri, speaking of hia achool-dajs, 
" je fusse le plus petit de loua les granda qui Be tromaienl 
au second appai^ment ou j'^lnja de^cendu, e^^tait pr^cdsement 
mon injerioril^ de taillc, d'age, el de force, qui me donnail plus 
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English society and English manners ; with 
terior far from prepossess ing, an understanding where 
nature liad not been more bountifiil, a mind almost 
wholly without cultivation, and the peculiarities of 
northern opinions, northern habits, and northern 
accent, I trust I do no great prejudice to the me- 
mory of ray countrywoman, if I say Mrs. Byron was 
not a Madame de Lambert, endowed with powers to 
retrieve the fortune, and form the character and 
manners, of a young nobleman, her son." 

The interposition of Lord Carlisle, to whose autho- 
rity it was found necessary to appeal, liad more than 
once given a check to these disturbing indulgences. 
Sanctioned by such support. Dr. Glennie even ven- 
tured to oppose himself to the privilege, so often 
abused, of the usual visits on a Saturday ; and the 
scenes which he had to encounter on each new case 
of refusal were such as would have wearied out the 
patience of any less zealous and conscientious 
schoolmaster. Mrs. Byron, whose paroxysms of 
passion were not, like those of her son, " silent 
rages," would, on all these occasions, break out into 
such audible fits of temper as it was impossible to 
keep from reaching the ears of tlie scholars and the 
servants ; and Dr. Glennie had, one day, the pain of 
overhearing a school-fellow of his noble pupil say to 
him, " Byron, your mother is a fool ; " to which the 
other answered gloomily, " I know it." In con- 
sequence of all this violence and impracticability of 
temper. Lord Carlisle at length ceased to have any 
intercourse with the mother of his ward ; and on a 
lurther application from the instructor, for the ex. 
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ertion of his influence, said, " I can have nothing 
more to do with Mrs. Byron, — jou must now 
manage her aa you can." 

Among the books that lay accessible to the boys 
in Dr. Glennie's study was a pamphlet written by 
the brother of one of his moat intimate friends, 
entitled, " Narrative of tlie Shipwreck of the Juno 
on the coast of Arracan, in the year 1795." The 
writer had been the second officer of the ship, and 
the account which he had sent home to his friends 
of the sufferings of himself and his fellow-passengers 
had appeared to them so touching and strange, that 
they determined to publish it. The pampV.et at- 
tracted but little, it seems, of public attention, but 
among the young students of Dulwich Grove it 
was a favourite study ; and the impression which it 
left on the retentive mind of Byron may have had 
some share, perhaps, in suggesting that curious re* 
search through all the various Accounts of Ship- 
wrecks upon record, by which he prepared himself 
to depict with such power a scene of the same de- 
scription inDonJuan. The following affecting inci- 
dent, mentioned by the author of this pamphlet, has 
been adopted, it will be seen, wiUi but little change 
either of phrase or circumstance, by the poet ; — 

" Of those who were not immediately near me 1 
knew litlJe, unless by their cries. Some struggled 
hard, and died in great agony ; but it was not 
always those whose strength was most impaired 
that died the easiest, though, in some cases, it 
might have been so. I particularly remember the 




following instances. Mr. Wade's servant, a stout ] 
and healthy boy, died early and almost without i 
groan ; while anotlier of the same age, but of a less ' 
jiromising appearance, held out much longer. The 
fate of these unfortunate boys differed also 
another respect highly deserving of notice. Their 
fathers were both in the fore-top when the lads 
were taken ill. The father of Mr. Wade's boy 
hearing of his son's illness, answered witli indif- 
ference, ' that he could do nothing for hira,' and I 
]e& him to his fate. The other, when the accounts \ 
reached hini,hurried down, andwatching lor a favour- 
able moment, crawled on all fours along the weather 
gunwale to his son, who was in the mizen rigging. 
By that time, only three or four planks of the 
quarter deck remained, just over the weather- 
quarter gallery; and to this spot the unhappy man 
led his son, making him fast to the rail to prevent 
his being washed away. Whenever the boy was 
seized with a fit of retching, the father lifted him 
up and wiped the foam from liis lips; and, if a 
shower came, he made him open his mouth to re- 
ceive the drops, or gently squeezed them into it 
from a rag. In this affecting situation both re- 
mained four or five days, till the boy expired,. The 
unfortunate parent, as if unwilling to believe the 
fact, then raised the body, gazed wistfully at it, 
and, when he could no longer entertain any doubt, 
watched it in silence till it was carried off by the 
sea ; then, wrapping himself in a piece of canvass, 
sunk down and rose no more ; though he must have 



lived two days longer, as w 

iogof iiiB limbs, when a wave broke 
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dged from the quiver- 



* The following U Lord Byron's yersJon of this touching 
namtivc; aiid it will be felt, T think, by every reader, tbat this 
IB one of the tnBtuices in wbich poetry must be content to yield 
the pslm to prose. There is a pathos in the last sentences of 
the seaman's recital, which the artifices of metre and rhytne 
were sure to disturb, and which, indeed, no verses, however 
beautiful, could half so naturally and powerfully express : — 

" There were two fathers in this ghostly crew. 

And with them their two sons, of whom (he one 
Was more rohuet and bardy to the vien. 

But he died early ; and when he was gone. 
His nearest messmate told his sire, who threw 

One glance un liim, and said, ■ Heaven's will be doaiit 

Into the deep wiihout a tear or groan. 

■' The other &ther had a weallier child, 

Of a soft cheek, and aspect delicate ; 
But the boy bore up long, and with a mild 

And patient spirit held aloof his fate ; 
Little he said, and now and then he smiled, 

As if (0 will a part from off the weight 
He saw increasing on his father's heart. 
With the deep, deadly thought, that they must part, 

" Aad o'er him bent his sire, and neiet raised 

His eyes irom off his face, but wiped the foam 

From his pale lips, and ever on him gaied. 

And when the wish'd-for shower at length was com. 

And the boy's eyes, whJrh the diitl film half glaied, 
Brighten'd, and for a moment seem'd to roam. 

He squeezed from out a rag some drops of rain 

Into his djing child's mouth — but in vain. 
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It was probably during one of the 
tliia year, that the boyish love for his young cousin, 
Misa Parker, to which he attributes the glory of 
having first inspired him with poetry, took pos- 
session of his fancy. " My first dash into poetry 
(he says) was as early as 1800. It was the ebul- 
lition of a paesion for my first cousin, Margaret 
Parker (daugliter and grand-daughter of the tw» 
Admirals Parker), one of the most beautiful of 
evanescent beings. I have long forgotten tlie verses, 
but it would be difficult for me to forget her — 
her dark eyes — her long eye-lashes — her com^ 
pletely Greek cast of face and figure I I was then 
about twelve — she rather older, perhaps a year. 
She died about a year or two afterwards, in conse- 
quence of a fall, which injured her spine, and in- 
duced consumption. Her sister Augusta (by some 
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" The boy expired — (lie father held the day, 

And iDok'd upon it long, and when at last 

Death left no doubt, aod the dead burden lay 

Stiff on his heart, and piiUe and hope were past. 
He vratcb'd it wiatTull;, until away 

*TwBs borne by the rude wave wherein Ywaa caflt : 
Hien he himself sunk, down all dumb and shiverinj;, 
And gave no ngn of life, aave his limbs quivering." 

Don Juan, canto II. 

In the colleetion of " Shipwrecks and Dlsastera at Se»," to 
which Lord Byron so skilfully liad recourse for the technical 
knowledge and facts out of which he h«9 composed his own 
powerfoi deacriptioD, the reader will find the account of the 
. Ims of the Juno here referred to. 
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malady ; and il 

Margaret met with the accident which occasioned 
her own death. My sister told me, that when she 
went to see her, shortly before her death, upon ac- 
cidentally mentioning my name, Margaret coloured 
through the paleness of mortality to the eyes, to the 
-great astonishment of my sister, who (residing with 
her grandmother, Lady Holdemess, and seeing but 
little of me, for family reasons,) knew nothing of our 
attachment, nor could conceive why my name 
should affect her at such a time. I knew nothing 
of her illness, being at Harrow and in the country, 
till she was gone. Some years after, I made an 
attempt at an elegy — a very dull one.* 

" I do not recollect scarcely any thing equal to 

" the transparent beauty of my cousin, or to tht' 

sweetness of her temper, during the short period of 

cur intimacy. She looked as if she had been made 

out of a rainbow — all beauty and peace, 

" My passion had its usual effects upon me — I 
could not sleep — I could not eat — I could not rest; 
and although 1 had reaeon to know that she loved 
me, it was the texture of my life to think of thi 
time which must elapse before we could meet again, 
being usually about twelve hours of separation ' 
But I was a fool then, and am not nmch wiser now." 

He had been nearly two years under the tuition 
of Dr. Glennie, when his mother, discontented at 
the downess of his progress — though being, herself, 
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as we have seen, the principal cause of it 
treated bo urgently of Lord Carlisle to have hi 
removed to a public school, that her wish was at 
length acceded to ; and " accordingly," says Dr. 
Ulennie, " to Harrow he went, as little prepared as 
it is natural to suppose from two years o! elementary 
instruction, thwarted by every art that could es- 
trange the mind of youth from preceptor, from 
school, and from all serious study." 

This gentleman saw but little of Lord Byron 
aller he lefl his care; but, from the manner in which 
both he and Mrs. Glennie spoke of tlieir early 
charge, it was evident that his subsequent career 
had been watched by them with interest ; that they 
had seen even his errors through the softening me- 
dium of their first feeling towards him, and had 
never, in his most irregular aberrations, lost the 
ti'aces of those fine qualities which they had loved 
and admired in him when a child. Of the con- 
stancy, too, of this feeling, Dr. Glennie had to 
stand no ordinary trial, having visited Geneva in 
1817, soon after Lord Byron had left it, when the 
private character of the poet was in the very crisis 
of its unpopularity, and when, among those friends 
who knew that Dr. Glennie had once been his 
tutor, it was made a frequent subject of banter with 
this gentleman that he had not more strictly dis- 
ciplined his pupil, or, to use their own words, " made 
a better boy of him." 

About the time when young Byron was removed, 
for his education, to London, his nurse May Gray 
left the service of Mrs, Byron, and returned to her 
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native country, where she died about lliree years 
since. She had married respectably, aiid, in one of 
her last illnesses was attended profeasionally by 
Dr. Ewing of Aberdeen, who, having been always 
an enthusiastic admirer of-Lord Byron, was no less 
surprised than delighted to find that the person 
tinder his care had fur so many years been an at- 
tendant on his favourite poet. With avidity, as 
may be supposed, he noted down firom tiie lips of 
his patient all the particulars she could remember 
of his Lordship's early days ; and it is to the commu- 
nications with which this gentleman has favoured 
me, that I am indebted for many of the anecdotes 
of that period which I have related. 

As a mark of gratitude for her attention to him, 
Byron had, in parting with May Gray, presented 
her with his watch, — the first of wliich he had ever 
been possessor. This watch the faithful nurse pre- 
served fondly through life, and, when she died, it 
was given by her husband to Dr. Ewing, by whom, 
as a relic of genius, it is equally valued. The 
affectionate boy had also presented her with a full- 
length miniature of himself, which was painted by 
Kay of Edinburgh, in the year 1795, and which re- 
presents him standing with a bow and arrows in 
his hand, and a profusion of hair falling over his 
shoulders. This curious little drawing has likewise 
passed into the possession of Dr. Ewing. 

The same thoughtful gratitude was evinced by 
Byron towards the sister of this woman, his first 
nurse, to whom he wrote some years after he ]eft 
Scotland, in the most cordial terms, making enquiries 
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of her welfare, and informing her, with much j. 
that he had at last got liis foot so far restored as 
be able to put on a common boot, — " an event 
which he had long anxiously wished, and which he 
was sure would give her great plea 

In the Bummer of the year laoi he accompSnied 
his mother to Cheltenham, and the account which 
he himself gives of his sensations at that period " 
shows at what an early age those feelings that lead 
to poetry had unfolded themselves in his heart 
boy, gazing with emotion on the hills at sunset, be- 
cause they remind him of the mountains among 
which he passed his childliood, is already, in heart 
and imagination, a poet. It was during their stay 
at Cheltenham that a fortune-teller, whom his mother 
consulted, pronounced a prediction concerning liim 
which, for some time, left a strong impression on his 
mind. Mrs. Byron had, it seems, in her first visit 
to this person, (who, if I mistake not, was the cele- 
brated fortune-teller, Mrs. Williams,) endeavoured to 
pass herself off as a maiden lady. The sibyl, how- 
ever, was not so easily deceived ; — she pronounced 
her wise consulter to be not only a married woman, 
but the mother of a son who was lame, and to whom, 
among other events which she read in the stars, it 
was predestined that his life should be in danger 
from poison before he was of age, and that he should 
be twice married, — the second time, to a foreign 
lady. About two years afterwards he himself men- 
tioned these particulars to the person from whom I 

* See pige 35. 
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heard the story, and said that the thought of the 
first part of the prophecy very often occurred to him. 
The latter part, however, seems to have been the 
nearer guess of the two. 

To a shy disposition, such as Byron's was in Ills 
youtli— and such as, to a certain degree, it continued 
all his life — the transition from a quiet establish- 
ment, like that of Dulwich Grove, to the bustle of & 
great public school was sufficiently trying. Accord- 
ingly, we find from his own account, that, for the 
first year and a half, he " hated Harrow." The ac- 
tivity, however, and sociablcness of his nature sonii 
conquered this repugnance ; and, from being, as lie 
himself says, " a most unpopular boy," lie rose at 
length to be a leader in all tlie sports, schemes, and 
mischief of the school. 

For a general notion of his dispositions and capa- 
cities at this period, tvc could not have recourse to 
a more trustworthy or valuable authority than that 
of the Rev. Dr. Drury, who was ai this time head 
master of the school, and to whom Lord Byron has 
left on record a tribute of affection and respect, 
which, like the reverential regard of Dryden for 
Dr. Busby, will long associate together honourably 
the names of the poet and the master. From this 
venerable scholar I have received the following 
brief, but important statement of the impressions 
which his early intercourse with the young noble 
left upon him : — 

" Mr. Hanson, Lord Byron's solicitor, consigned 
him to my care at the age of ISJ, with remarks, 
that his education had been neglected ; that he 
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was ill prepared for a public Bchool, but that he 

thought there was a cleverness about him. After 
his departure I took my young disciple into my 
study, and endeavoured to bring him forward by 
enquiries as to his former amusements, employ- 
ments, and associates, but with little or no effect ; 
— and I soon found that a wild mountain colt had 
been submitted to my management. But there was 
mind in his eye. In the first place, it was necessary 
to attach him to an elder boy, in order to familiarise 
him with the objects before him, and with some 
parts of the system in which he was to move. But 
the information he received from his conductor gave 
him no pleasure, when he heard of the advances of 
some in tlie school, much younger tlian himself, and 
conceived by his own deficiency that he shovdd be 
degraded, and humbled, by being placed below them. 
This I discovered, and having committed him to the 
care of one of the masters, us Ills tutor, I assured him 
he should not be placed till, by diligence, he might 
rank with those of his own age. He was pleased 
with this assurance, and felt himself on easier terms 
with his associates ; — for a degree of shyness hung 
about him for some time. His manner and temper 
soon convinced me, that he might be led by a silken 
string to a point, rather than by a cable ; — on that 
principle I acted, Afier some continuance at Harrow, 
and when the powers of his mind had begun to 
expand, the late Lord Carlisle, his relation, desired 
to see me in town ; — I waited on his Lordship. His 
object was to inform me of Lord Byron's expect- 
ations of property when he came of age, which he 
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represented as contxacted, and to enquire respecting 
1 abilities. On the former circumstance I made 
no remark; as to the latter, I replied, 'He has 
talents, my Lord, which will add lustre to his rank' 
'Indeed 1 1! ' said hlsLordship, with a degree of sur- 
prise, that, according to my feeling, did not express 
in it all the satisfaction I expected. 

" The circumstance to which you allude, as to his 
declamatory powers, was as follows. The upper part 
of the school composed declamations, which, after a 
revisal by the tutors, were submitted to tlie master : 
I liim the authors repeated them, that they might 
be improved in manner and action, before their 
public delivery. / I certainly was much pleased witli 
Lord Byron's attitude, gesture, and delivery, as well 
as with his composition. All who spoke on that day 
adhered, as usual, to the letter of their composition, 
as, in the earlier part of his dejiveiy, did Lord Byron. 
But to ray surprise he suddenly diverged from the 
written composition, with a boldness and rapidity 
sufficient to alarm me, lest he should fail in memory 
as to the conclusion. There was no failure: — he 
came round to the close of his composition without 
discovering any impediment and irregularity on the 
whole. I questioned him, why he had altered his 
declamation ? He declared he had made no alter- 
ation, and did not know, in speaking, that he had 
deviated from it one letter. I believed him ; anil 
from a knowledge of his temperament am con- 
vinced, that, fully impressed with the sense and 
substance of the subject, he was hurried on to ex- 
pressions and colourings more striking than what his 
pen had expressed." 7/ 
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In communicating to me these recollections of his 
illustrious pupil, Dr. Drury has added a circumstance 
which shows how strongly, even in all the pride of 
his fame, that awe with which he had once regarded 
the opinions of his old master still hung around the 
poet's sensitive mind : — 

" After my retreat from Harrow, I received from 
him two very affectionate letters. In my occasional 
visits subsequently to London, when he had fasci- 
nated the public with his productions, I demanded 
of him, why, as in doty hound, he had sent none to 
me ? * Because,' said he, * you are the only man 
I never wish to read them : ' — but, in a few mo- 
ments, he added — * What do you think of the 
Corsair?'" 

I shall now lay before the reader such notices of 
his school-life as I find scattered through the various 
note-books he has left behind. Coming, as they do, 
from his own pen, it is needless to add, that they 
afford the liveliest and best records of this period 
that can be furnished. 

" Till I was eighteen years old (odd as it may 
seem) I had never read a review. But while at 
Harrow, my general information was so great on 
modern to])ics as to induce a suspicion that I could 
only collect so much information from Reviews, 
because I was never seen reading, but always idle, 
and in mischief, or at play. The truth is, that I read 
eating, read in bed, read when no one else read, and 
had read all sorts of reading since I was five years 
old, and yet never met with a Review, which is the 
only reason 1 know of why I should not have read 
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them. But it is true ; for I remember when Hun- 
ter and Curzon, in 1804, told me this opinion at 
Harrow, I made them laugh by my ludicrous as- 
tonishment in asking them ' W7iat is a Review?' 
To be sure, they were then less common. In three 
years move, I was better acquainted with tliat same ; 
but t!ie iirst I ever read was in 1806-7. 

■ At school I was (as I have said) remarked for 
the extent and readiness of my gcTieral information; 
[lut ia all other respecTs idlti, capab!e of great sud- 
, dta exertionsj (such as lliirty or forty Greek hexa- 
meters, of course with such prosody as it pleased 
God,) but of few continuous drudgeries. My qua- 
lities were much more oratorical and martial than 
poetical, and Dr. Drury, ray grand patron, (our head 
maater^) had a great notion that I should turn out 
an orator, from my fluency, my turbulence, my voice, 
my copiousness of declamation, and my action,* I 
remember that iny iirst declamation astonished him 
into some unwonted (for he w:taecouomitalof such) 
and sudden complimwita, hclore the declaimers at 
our first rehearsal. My Iirst Harrowverses, (that is, 
English, as exercises,) a translation of a chorus from 



• For ths display of his lieelamalory powers, on the speech, 
dnys, be selected always die most vehement passagea, — such 
IS the speech of Zanga aver the body of Alanzo, and Lear's 
address lo the storm. On one of these public occasions, when 
it nas arranged that he should take tlie part of Drances, and 
young Peel that of Tumns, Lord Byron suddenly changed bis 
mind, and preferred the speech of Latinus, — fearing, it wai 
le ridicule from the inappropriate taunt of Tur- 
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the Prometheus of jBschytus, were received by him 
but coolly. No otic hcul the least notioo that I should 
gubside into poesy. // 
I p Peel, the orator and statesman, ( ' tliat was, or is, 
or is to be,') was my form-fellow, and we were both 
_^ at the_tog, of our remove (a public-schooi phrase )7 
/ We were on good terms, but his brother was im? 
intimate friend. There were always great hopes of 
Peel, amongst us ail, masters and scholars -^ and he 
has not disappointed them. As a scholar he was 
greatly my superior ; as a declaimer and actor, I 
was reckoned at least his equal ; as a schoolboy, out 
of school, I was always in scrapes, and /le never ; 
and in, school, he aiways knew his lesson, and I rarely, 
— but when I knew it, I knew it nearly as well. In 
general information, history, &c. &c., I think I was 
liis superior, as well as of most boys of my standing. 
" The prodigy of our school-days was George Sin- 
clair (son of Sir John) ; he made exercises for half 
the school, {literally) verses at will, and themes 
without it. (_* * • He was a friend of mine, and in 
the same removeyand used at times to beg me to 
let him do my exercise, — a request always most 
readily accorded upon a pincli, or when I wanted to 
do something else, which was usually once an hour. 
On the other hand, he was paciiic and I savage ; so 
I fought for him, or thrashed others for him, or 
thrashed himself to make him thrash others when it 
was necessary, as a point of honour and stature, 
that he should so chastise ; — or we talked politics, 
for he was a great politician, and were very good 
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friends. I have some of his letters, written to me 
from school, still. * 

'' Clayton was another school -monster of learning, 
and talent, and hope ; but what has become of him 
I do not know. He was certainly a genius. 

" My school-friendships were with me passions f, 
(for I was always violent,) but I do not know that 
there is one which has endured (to be sure some 
have been cut short hy death) till now. That with 
Lord Clare begun one of the earliest, and lasted 
longest — being only interrupted by distance — that 
I know of. I never hear the word ' Clare' without 
a beating of the heart even m»o, and I write it with 
the feelings of 1803-1-5, ad infinitum." 

The following extract is from another of his manu- 
script journals : — 

" At Harrow Ifouglit my way very fairly.J I think 

* His letters to Mr. Sinclair, in return, are unluckily lost, 
— one of them, b9 lliis gentleman telle me, having been highly 
characteristic of the jealous sensitivenesa of his noble school- 
fellow, being written under the impression of some ideal 
iligbt, and beginning, angrily, " Sir." 

f OnalcafDroneofhi3note-bouk9,dated 1808,1 find the 
following passage from Marmontel, which no donbl struck him 
■9 applicable to the enthuniusni of bia own youthful friend- 
ihips ! — " L'amitic, qui dans le monde est 1 peine un senli. 
ment, est une passion dans lesdoitrcs." — Conla Moraax. 

f Mr. D'luaeli, in his ingenious work " On the Literary 
Oiancler," lias given it as his opinion, that a disinclination to 
athletic sports and eierciseB will be, in general, found among 
the peculiarities which mark a youthful genius. In support of 
this notion he quotes Beallie, who thus describes his ideal 
minatrel : — 
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I lost but one battle out of seven; and that was to 

H ; — and the raaoal did not win it, but by the 

unfair treatment of his own boai'ding-house, where 
we boxed — I liad not even a second. I never for- 
gave him, and I should be sorry to meet him now, 
as I am Eure we should quarrel. My most memo- 
rable combats were witJi Morgan, Rice, llainsford, 
and Lord Jocelyn, — but we were always friendly 
afterwards. I was a most unpopular boy, but led 
latterly, and have retained many of my school friend- 
ships, and all my dislikes — except to Dr. Butler, 
whom I treated rebelliously, and have been sorry 
ever since. Dr. Drury, whom I [jlagued sufficiently 
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Such general rules, however, are as little applicable to the dispo- 
sitions of men of genius as to their powers. If, in the insunces 
which Mr. D'Israeli adduces an indisposition to bodilyeiertion 
was manifested, as many others may he cited in which the directly 
opposite propensity was remarkable. In war, the most turliu- 
lent of eiercises, jEschylus, Dsate, Camoens, and a long list 
of other poets, distinguished themselves ; and, though it may 
he granted that Horace was a bad rider, and Virgil no tcnnis- 
phiyer, yet, on the other hand, Dante was, we know, a falconer 
as well as sunrdsman ; Tasso, eipert both as swordsman and 
dancer; Alfieri, a great rider; Klopstock, a skaiter; Cowper, 
fiimous, in his youth, at cricket and foot-ball ; and Lord 
Byron, jire-emiiient id all Eorts of eiercises. 
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tOD) was the best, the kindest (and yet strict, too,) 
friend I ever had — and I look upon him still as a 
father. 

" P. Hunter, Curzon, Long, and Tateraall, were 
my principal friends. Clare, Dorset, C". Gordon, 
De Bath, Claridge, and J"". Wingfield, were my 
juniors and favourites, whom I spoilt by indulgence. 
Of all human beings, I was, perhaps, at one time, 
the most attached to poor Wingfield, who died at 
Coimbra, 1811, before 1 returned to England." 

One of the most striking results of the English 
system of education is, that while in no country are 
ijiere so many instances of maniy friendships early 
formed and steadily maintained, so in no other 
country, perhaps, are the feelings towards the pa- 
rental home so early estranged, or, at the best, 
feebly cherished. Transplanted as boys are from 
the domestic circle, at a time of Ufe when the af- 
fections are most disposed to cling, it is but natural 
that they should seek a substitute for the ties of 
home * in ttiose boyish friendships which tbey fornf 
at school, and which, connected as they are with the 
scenes and events over which youth threw its charm, 

* " At eight or nine years of age the bo; goes to school. 
From thai moment he becomes a stranger in his father's house. 
The course of parental kindness is iulcrrupted. The smiles 
of hi» mother, those lender admonitions, and the solicitous 
care of both his parents, are no longer before his eyes — 
year after year he feels himself moro detached from chem, till 
at last he is so effectually weaned from the conoeclion, as to End 
liimulf happier anywhere than in tlieir company," — CQuipcr, 
Leiteri. 
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retain ever after the strongest hold upon ihi 
hearts. In Ireland, and 1 believe also ia France, 
where the system of education is more domestic, a 
different result is accordingly observable : — the 
paternal home comes in for its due and natural 
share of affection, and the growth of friendships, out 
of this domestic circle, is proportionably diminished. 
To a youth like Byron, abounding with the most 
passionate feelings, and finding sympathy with only 
the ruder parts of bis nature at home, the little 
world of school afforded a vent for his affections, 
which was sure to call them forth in their most 
ardent form. Accordingly, the friendships which 
he contracted, both at school and college, were little 
less than what he himself describee tliera, " pas- 
sions." The want he felt at home of those kindred 
dispositions, which greeted him among " Ida's social 
band," is thus strongly described in one of his early 

* Even previously to any of those Khool friendships, he had 
formed the same Bortofromanticatlachnienttosbiiy of his own 
age, the son of one of his tenants at Ncwstead ; and there are 
two or tliree of Uia most juvenile poems, in which he dwells no 
less npon the inequality Ihac the warmlii of thia friendship. 
Thus; — 

» Let Folly smile, to view the names 

Of thi?e and me in friendship tvfined ; 
Yet Virtue will have greater cl^ms 

To love, than rant with Vice combined. 

" And thougii unequal is thy fate, 
Since title deek'd my higher birth, 
Yet envy not this gaudy state. 
Thine is the pride of modest irarth. 
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-' Is there no cause beyDnd the coinnion claim, 
Endeai-'d to sU in childhood's very name? 
Ah '. sure some sCronger impulse vibrates here. 
Which whispers, Friendship will be doubly dear 
To one viho thus for kindred heiirts must roann, 
And seek abroad the love denied at home i 
Those hearts, dear Ida, have I found in thpc, 
A home, a vorld, a paradise to tne." 

This early volume, indeed, abounds with the mcist 
affectionate tributes to hia school-fellowa. Even his 
expostulations to one of them, who had given him 
some cause for complaint, are thus tenderly con- 
veyed : — 

" Vou knew that my soul, that my heart, my existence, 
If danger demanded, were wholly your own ; 
You know me unaltered by years or by distance, 
Devoted to love and to friendship alonCi 



" You knew — bi 



retroapeetion. 



The following description of what he felt after 
leaving Harrow, when he encountered in the world 
any of his old school-fellows, fails far short of the 
scene which actually occurred but a few years before 
his death in Italy, — when, on meeting with his 
friend, Lord Clare, after a long separation, he was 
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It will be seen, by the extracts from his memo- 
randum-book, which I have given, that Mr. Peel was 
one of his contemporaries at Harrow ; and the fol- 
lowing interesting anecdote of an occurrence in 
which both were concerned, has been related to me 
by a friend of the latter gentleman, in whose words 
1 shall endeavour as nearly as possible to give it. 

While Lord Byron and Mr. Peel were at Harrow 
together, a tyrant, some few years older, whose name 
was *••••», claimed a right to fag little Peel, 
which claim (whether rightly or wrongly I know 
not) Peel resisted. His resistance, however, was in 
vain: — **•••* not only subdued him, but de- 
termined also to punish the refractory slave ; and 
proceeded forthwith to put this determination in 
practice, by inflicting a kind of bastinado on the 
inner fleshy side of the boy's arm, which, during the 
operation, was twisted round with some degree of 
technical skill, to render the pain more acute. While 
the stripes were succeeding each other, and poor 
Peel writhing under them, Byron saw and felt for 
the misery of his friend ; and although he knew 
that he was not strong enough to fight *#♦•*• 
with any hope of success, and that it was dangerous 
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even to approach hitn, he advanced to the scene of 
action, and with a blush of rage, tears in his eyes, 
and a voice trembling between terror and indignation, 
asked verj' humbly if * •• » •• would be pleased to 
tell him *■ how many stripes he meant to inflict? " 
— " Why," returned the executioner, " you little 
rascal, what is that to you?" — "Because, if you 
please," said Byron, holding out his ann, " I would 
fake half 1 " 

There is a mixture of simplicity and magnanimity 
in this little trait which is truly heroic ; and however 
we may smile at the friendships of boys, it is but 
rarely that the friendship of manhood is capable of 
any thing half so generous. 

Among his school favourites a great number, it 
niay be observed, were nobles or of noble family — 
Lords Clare and Delaware, the Duke of Dorset and 
young Wingfield — and that theii rank may have 
had some share in first attracting his regard to them, 
might appear from a circumstance mentioned to me 
by one of his school -fellowB, who, being monitor one 
day, had put Lord Delaware on his list for punish- 
ment. Byron, hearing of this, came up to him, and 
■aid, ■" Wildman, I find you've got Delaware on your 
list — pray don't lick him." — " Wliy not?" — 
" Why, I don't know — except that he is a brother 
peer. But pray don't." It is almost needless to add, 
that his interference, on such grounds, was any thing 
but successful. One of the few merits, indeed, of 
public schools is, that they level, in some degree, 
these artificial distinctions, and that, however the 
peer may have his revenge in the world afterwards, 
F S 
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the young plebeian is, for once, atleaet, on something 
like an equality with him. 

It is true that Lord Byron's high notions of rank 
were, in his boyish days, so little disguised or soften- 
ed down, as to draw upon him, at times, the i 
cule of his companions ; and it was at Dulwich, I 
think, that from his frequent boast of the superiority 
of an old English barony overall the later creations 
of die peerage, he got the nickname, among the 
boys, of " the Old English Baron." But it is 
take to suppose that, either at school or afterwards, 
he was at all guided in the selection of his &iends 
by aristocratic sympathies. On the contrary, like 
most very proud persons, he chose his intimates' in 
general from a rank beneath his own, and those boys 
whojn he ranked as friends at school were mostiy of 
this description ; while the chief charm that recom- 
mended to him his yoiuiger favourites was their in- 
feriority to himself m age and strength, which 
enabled him to indulge his generous pride by taking 
upon btmself, when necessary, the office of their 
protector. 

Among those whom he attached to himself by 
this latter tie, one of the earliest (though he lias 
omitted to mention his name) was William Harness, 
who at the time of his entering Harrow was ten years 
of age, while Byron was fourteen. Young Harness, 
still lame from an accident of his childhood, and but 
Just recovered from a severe illness, was ill fitted to 
struggle with the difficulties of a public school ; and 
Byron, one day, seeing him bullied by a boy much 
older and stronger than himself, mterfered and took 
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s part. The next day, as the little fellow was stand- 
ing alone, Byron came to him and said, " Harness, 
if any one bullies you, tell me, and I'll thrash him, if 

in." The young champion kept his word, and 
ihey were from this time, notwithstanding the differ- 

: of their ages, inseparable friends. A coolness, 
however, subsequently arose between them, to which, 
to the juvenile friendship it interrupted, Lord 
Byron, in a letter addressed to Harness six years 
afterwards, alludes with so much kindly feeling, bo 
much delicacy and frankness, that I am tempted Co 
anticipate the date of the letter, and give an extract 
from it here, 

" We both seem perfectly to recollect, with a mix- 
ture of pleasure and regret, the hours we once 
passed together, and I assure you, most sincerely, 
they are numbered among the happiest of my brief 
chronicle of enjoyment, I am now geUing into years, 
that IS to say, I was twenty a month ago, and another 
year will send me into the world to run my career 
of folly with the rest. 1 was then just fourteen, — 
you were almost the first of my Harrow friends, 
certainly ihe first in my esteem, if not in date ; but 
an absence from Harrow for some time, shortly 
afler, and new connections on your side, and the 
difference in our conduct (an advantage decidedly 
in your favour) from that turbulent and riotous dis- 
position of mine, which impelled me into every spe- 
cies of mischief, — all these circumstances combined 
to destroy an intimacy, which affection urged me to 
continue, and memory compels me to regret. But 
there is not a circumstance attending that period. 



Iiardlj n sentence we exchanged, which i 
pressed oi) my mind at this moment. I need not saj 
more, — this assurance alone must convince you, had 
I considered them as trivial, they would have beei* 
less indelible. How well I recollect the perusal of 
your ' first flights ! ' Tliere is another circumstance 
you do not know ; — thejirst lines I ever attempted 
at Harrow were addressed to you. You were to 
have seen them ; but Sinclair liad the copy in his 
possession wJicn we went home ; — and, on our re- 
turn, we were stratigers. They were destroyed, and 
certainly no great loss ; but you will perceive from 
this circumstance my opinions at an age when we 
cannot be hypocrites. 

" I have dwelt longer on tbis theme than I intend- 
ed, and I shall now conclude with what I ought to 
have begun. We were once friends, — nay, we have 
always been bo, for our separation was the effect of 
chance, not of dissension. I do not know how far 
cur destinations in life may throw us together, but 
if opportunity and inclination allow you to waste a 
thought on such a hare-brained being as myself, you 
will find me at least sincere, and not so bigoted to 
my feulta as to involve others in the consequences, 
Will you sometimes write to me ? I do not ask it 
oAen ; and, if we meet, let us be what we should be, 
and what we were." 

Of the tenaciousness with which, as we see in this 
letter, he clung to all the impressions of his youth, 
there can be no stronger proof than the very interest- 
ing fact, that, while so little of his own boyish corre- 
spondence has been preserved, there were found 
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among liis papers almost all the notes and letters 
vrhich his principal school favourites, even the 
youngest, had ever addressed to him ; and, in some 

es, where the youthful writers had omitted to 
date their scrawls, his faithful memory had, at an 
interval of years after, supplied the deficiency. 
Among these memorials, so fondly treasured by him, 

re is one which it would be unjust not to cite, as 
well on account of the manly spirit that dawns 
through its own childish language, as for the sake of 
the tender and amiable feeling which, it will be 
een, the re-perusal of it, in other days, awakened 

■' TO THE LORD BYRON, &c. &c. 

" Harrow on the Hill, July 28. 1805. 

" Since you have been so unusually unkind to me, 
in calling me names whenever you meet me, of late, 
I must beg an explanation, wishing to know whether 
you choose to be as good friends with me as ever. 
I must own that, for this last month, you have en- 
tirely cut me, — for, I suppose, your new cronies. 
But think not that I will (hecause you choose to 
take into your head some whim or other) be always 
going up to you, nor do, as I observe certain other 
fellows doing, to regain your friendshiji ; nor think 
that I am your friend either through interest, or 
because you are bigger and older tlian I am. No, 
— it never was so, nor ever shall be so, I was only 
your friend, and am so still, — unless you go on in 
this way, calling me names whenever you see mg. 
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1 am sure you may emily perceive I do not like it 
therefore, why should you do it, unless you wish 

that I should no longer be your friend ? And why 
should I be so, if you treat me unkindly? I have 
no interest in being so. Though you do not let the 
boys bully me, yet if i/ou treat me unkindly, that is 
to me a great deal worse. 

"1 am no hypocrite, Byron, nor will I, for your 
pleasure, ever suffer you to call me names, if you 
wish me to be your friend. If not, I cannot help it. 
I am sure no one can say that I will cringe to regain 
a friendship that you have rejected. Why should I 
do so? Am I not your equal? Therefore, what 
interest can I have in doing so? When we meet 
again in the world, (that is, if you choose it,) ^oa 
cannot advance or promote me, nor I you. There- 
fore I beg and entreat of you, if you value my 
ftiendship, — which, by your conduct, 1 am sure I 
cannot think you do, — not to call me the names 
you do, nor abuse me. Till that time, it will be out of 
my power to call you friend. I shall be obliged for 
an answer as soon as it is convenient ; till then 
I remain yours, 

" I cannot say your friend." 

Endorsed on this letter, in the handwriting of 
Lord Byron, is the following; — 

" This and another letter were written at Harrow, 
by my that, and 1 hope eva; beloved friend. Lord • ", 
when we were both school-boys, and sent to my 
study in consequence of some childish misunder* 
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Standing, — the only one which ever arose between 
It was of short duration, and I retain this note 
solely for tlie purpose of submitting it to hia perusal, 
that we may smile over the recollection of the 
isignificance of our first and last quarrel. 

" Byron." 



a letter, dated two years afterwards, from the 
same boy*, there occurs the following characteristic 

* There are, in olhcr letters of the siune writer, some curious 
proofs of the passionate and jealous sensibility of Bpnti. From 
one of tliem, for instance, we collect that he had taken offence 
at his young friend's addresdng him " m; dear Byron," inAead 
of " my dearest ; " and from another, that bis jealousy had 
been awakened hy Eome espresaions of regret whicb his cor. 
espondent had eipressed at the departure of Lord John 



RuMell for Spain ! — 
" You tell me," says 



e young lelter-w 






1 you on Saturda), telling a 



X off for Spain. Was t 



a Sunday John RusseU 



when I shall hardly ever hear from you, and perhaps may 
never see you again ? 

" It has very much hurt me your telling me that you might 
be excused if you felt rather jealous at my eipressing more 
morrow for the departure of the friend who was with me, than 
of that one who was absent. It is quite impossible you can 
think I am more sorry for John's absence than I shall be for 
younj — Ishall therefore finish [he aubjeet." 
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trait: — " I think, by your last letter, that you are ^^M 

very much pt(]ued with most of your friends ; and, ^^M 

if I am not much mistaken, vou are a little ninupd ^^ 



it' I ain not much mistaken, you are a little piqued 
with me. In one part you say, ' There is little or 
00 doubt a few years, or months, will render ub as 
politely inditTerent to each other as if we had never 
passed a portion of our time together.' Indeed, 
Byron, you wrong me, and I have no doubt — at 
least, I hope — you wrong yourself." 

As that propensity to self- delineation, which so 
strongly pervades liia raaturer works is, to the full, 
as predominant in his early productions, there needs 
no better record of his mode of life, as a school-boy, 
than what thesefondly circumstantial effusions supply. 
Thus the sports he delighted and excelled in are 
«numeratetl : — 

" Yet when confinement's lingering hour was done. 
Our sports, our siudiefl, and our souls were one : 
Together we impell'd the flying baU, 
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Together join'd in cricket's miuit; toil. 
Or sliared the produce of the river's spoil ; 
Or, plunging ftom the green, decliniug shore. 
Our pliant limbs the buoyant waters bore ; 
In every element, unchanged, the same, 
All, all that brothers should be, but ihe name." 

The danger which he incurred in a fight with 
■ome of the neighbouring farmers — an event well 
remembered by some of his school -fellows — is thus 
conunemorated : — 

" Still I remember, in the faclious strife. 
The rustic's tnuaket airo'd agunBt my life; 
High poised in ait lie massy weapon hujig, 
A cry of horror burst from otbtj tongue : 
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Whilst I, in combat with another foe, 
Fought oa, unconacioua of the impending blow. 
Your ann, braiE boy, arrested his career — 
Forward you sprung, insenable to fear ; 
Disaim'd and baffled by your conquering hand, 
The grotelling savage roll'd upon the sand." 

Some feud, it appears, had arisen on the subject 
of the cricket-ground, between tliese '^-clods" (as in 
school-language they are called) and the boys, and 
one or two skirmishes had previously taken place. 
But the engagement here recorded was accidentally 
brought on by the breaking up of school and the 
dismissal of Uie volunteers from drill, both happening, 
on that occasion, at the same hour. Tliis circum- 
stance accounts for the use of the musket, the butt- 
end of which was aimed at Byron's head, and would 
have felled him to the ground, but for the interpo- 
sition of his friendTatersali,alively,h!gh -spirited boy, 
whom he addresses here under the name of Davus. 

Notwithstanding these general habits of play and 
idleness, which might seem to indicate a certain 
absence of reflection and feeling, there were moments 
when the youtliful poet would retire thoughtfully 
within himself, and give way to moods of musing 
uncongenial with the usual cheerfulness of his age. 
They show a tomb in the churchyard at Harrow, 
commanding a view over Windsor, which was so well 
known to be his favourite resting-place, that the boys 
called it " Byron's tomb*;" and here, they say, he 

• To this tomb he thus refers in the " Childish lUcolIec- 
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" Oft when, oppress'd with sad, foreboding gloo 
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used to ait for hours, wrapt up in thought, — brooding 
lonelily over the first stirrings of passion and. genius 
in his soul, and occasionally, perhaps, indulging in 
those bright forethoughts of fame, under the in- 
fluence of which, when little more than fifteen years 
of age, he wrote these remarkable lines: — 

" Mf epitaph shall be my name alone ; 
If that with honour fail to cravo my clay. 
Oh may no olber fame my deeds repay ; 
That, only that, shall single out the spot, 
By lliat remember'd, or with that forgot." 

In the autumn of 1802, he passed a short time 
with his mother at Bath, and entered, rather pre- 
maturely, into some of the gaieties of the place. 
At a masquerade given by Lady Riddel, he appeared 
iu the character of a Turkish boy, — a sort of antici- 
pation, both in beauty and costume, of his own young 
Seljm, in " The Bride." On his entering into the 
house, some person in the crowd attempted to snatch 
the diamond crescent firom his turban, but was pre- 
vented by the prompt interposition of one of the 
party. The lady who mentioned to me tliis circum- 
stance, and who was well acquainted with Mrs. 
Byron at that period, adds the following remark in 
the communication with which she has favoured 
rae; — " At Bath I saw a good deal of Lord Byron, — 
his mother fi-equently sent for me to take tea with 
her. He was always very pleasant and droll, and, 
when conversing about absent friends, showed a 
slight turn for satire, which after-years, as is well 
known, gave a finer edge to." 

V to an event in his life which, ac- 
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cording to his own deliberate persuasion, exercised 
a lasting and paramount influence over tlie whole of 
his subsequent character and career. 

It was in the year 1803 that his heart, already 
twice, as we have seen, possessed with the childish 
notion that it loved, conceived on attachment which 
— young as he was, even then, for such a feeling — 
sunk so deep into his mind as to give a colour to all 
his future life. That unsuccessful loves are gener- 
ally die most lasting, is a truth, however sad, which 
unluckily did not require this bstance to confirm it 
To the same cause, I fear, must be traced the per- 
fect innocence and romance which distinguish this 
■very early attachment to Miss Chaworth from the 
many others that succeeded, without elTacing it in 
bis heart; — making it the only one whose details 
can be entered into with safety, or whose results, 
liowever darkening their influence on himself, can 
be dwelt upon with pleasurable interest by others. 

On leaving Bath, Mrs. Byron took up her abode, 
in lodgings, at Nottingham,^ — Newstead Abbey being 
at that time let to Lord Grey deRuthen, — and during 
the Harrow vacations of this year, she was joined 
there hy her son. So attached was he to Newstead, 
that even to be in its neighbourhood was a delight 
to him ; and before he became acquainted with Lord 
Grey, he used sometimes to sleep, for a night, at the 
small house near the gate which is still known by the 
tiame of " The Hut." • An uitimacy, however, soon 

* I find Ibis circumstance, of his having occasionally slept 
at the Hut, though assenad by one of the old servants, much 
doubted b; others. 
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Sprung up between him and his noble tenant, and an 
i^>artmeiit in the abbey was from thenceforth alwayg 
athisservice. To the famUy of Miss Chaworth,who 
resided at Annesley, io the immediate neighbourhood 
of Newstead, lie had been made known, some time 
before, in London, and now renewed his acquaintance 
with them. The young heiress herself combined 
with the many worldly advantages that encircled 
her, much persona] beauty, and a disposition the most 
amiable and attaching. Though already fully alive 
to her charms, it was at the period of which we are 
speaking that the young poet, who 4vas then in big 
sisteenth year, while the object of his admiration 
was about two years older, seems to have drunk 
deepest of that fascination whose effects were to b^ 
BO lasting i — six short summer weeks which he now 
passed in her company being sufficient to lay the 
foundation of a feeling for all life. 

He used, at first, though offered abed at Annesley, 
to return every night to Newstead, to sleep ; alleging 
as a reason that he was alraid of the family pictures 
of the Chaworths, — that he fancied " they had ~ 
taken a grudge to him on account of the duel, and 
would come down from their frames at night to 
haunt him."" At length, one evening, he said 

* It miiy pouibly have li««n the recollection of lliesi 
lUToi that suggtsl«l ID bim tbe foUuwing lines in tl 

■* Like Ihe figures on amu that gloomily glare, 
Stirr'il by Iht Lnalh of the wintry air, 
So •ran by the dying lamp's fitful light, 
lihlMi, bnl tirv-like and awful lo sight ; 
Aa lhi7 Mi'm. Ihroiijih the dimnc«, about to 
~ shaitowy wull whiTc tlitir images ft 
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gravely to Miss Chaworth and her cousin, " In going 
home last night I saw a bogle;" — which Scotch 
term being wholly unintelligible to the young lailies, 
be explained that he had seen a ghost, and would oot 
therefore return to Newstead that evening. From 
this time he always slept at Annealey during the 
remainder of liis visit, which was interrupted only 
by a short excursion to Matlock and Castleton, in 
which he had the happiness of accompanying Miss 
Chaworth and her party, and of which the following 
interesting notire appears in one of his memorandum- 
books : — 

" When I was fifteen years of age, it happened 
that, in a cavern in Derbyshire, I had to cross i[i a 
boat (in which two people only could lie down) a 
Btream which flows under a rock, with the rock so 
close upon the water as to admit the boat only to be 
pushed on by a ferryman (a sort of Charon) who 
wades at the stern, stooping all the time. The com- 
panion of my transit was M. A. C, wiih whom I 
had been long in love, and never told it, though she 
had discovered it without. I recollect my sensations, 
but cannot describe them, and it is as well. We 
were a party, a Mr. W., two Miss W.s, Mr. and 
Mrs. CI — ke, Miss R. and my M. A. C. Alas I why 
do I say MY ? Our union would have healed feuds 
in which blood had been shed by our fathers, — it 
would have joined lauds broad and rich, it would 
have joined at least one heart, and two persona not 
ill matched in years (she is two years my elder), 
and — and — and — vkal has been the result ? " 

In the dances of the evening at Matlock, Miss 
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Chaworth, of course, joined, while her lover sat 
looking on, solitary and mortified. It is not impos- 
sible, indeed, that the dislike which he always 
expressed for this amusement may have originated 
in some bitter pang, felt in his youtli, on seeing 
" the laity of his love " leJ out by others to the gay 
dance from which he was himself excluded. On 
the present occasion, the young heiress of Annesley 
having had for her partner (as often happens at 
Matlock) some person with whom she was wholly 
unacquainted, on her resuming lier seat, Byron 
said to her pettishly, " I hope you like your 
friend ? " The words were scarce out of his lips 
when he was accosted by an ungainly -looking 
Scotch lady, who rather boisterously claimed him as 
" cousin," and was putting his pride to tiie torture 
with her Tulgarity, wheu he heard the voice of his 
fair companion retorting archly in his ear, " I hope 
yoM like your friend? " 

Mistime at Annesley was mostly passed in riding 
with Miss Chaworth and her cousin, sitting in idle 
reverie, as was his custom, pulling at his handker- 
chief, or in firing at a door which opens upon the 
terrace, and which still, 1 believe, bears the marks 
of his shots. But his chief delight was in sitting to 
hear Miss Chaworth play ; and the pretty Welsh air, 
" Mary Anne," was (partly, of course, on account 
of the name) his especial favourite. During all this 
time he had the pain of knowing that the heart of 
her he loved was occupied by another; — thati as 
he himself expresses it, 

" Hot sighs were nol for him ; to her he WM 
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^M Neither is it, indeed, probable, had even her af- 

^M fections been disengaged, that Lord Bjiron would, 

^B at this time, have been selected as the object of 

^1 them. A seniority of two years gives to a girl, " on 

B the eve of womanhood," an advance mto life with 

which the boy keeps no proportionate pace. Miss 

Chaworth looked upon Byron as a mere school-boy. 

He was in his manners, too, at that period, rough 

and odd, and (as I have heard from more than one 

quarter) by no means popular among girls of his own 

age. If, at any moment, however, he had flattered 

himself with the hope of being loved by her, a cir- 

Icumstance mentioned in his " Memoranda," as one 
of the most painfiil of those humiliations to which 
the defect in his foot had exposed him, must have 
let the truth in, with dreadful certainty, upon his 
heart. He either was told of, or overheard. Miss 
Chaworth saying to her maid, " Do you think I 
could care any thing for that lame boy ? " This 
speech, as he himself described it, was like a 
shot through hia heart. Though late at nig^t when 
he heard it, he instantly darted out of the house, and 
scarcely knowing whither he ran, never stopped till 
he found himself at Newstead. 

The picture which he has drawn of his youthful 
love, in one of the most interesting of liis poems, 
" The Dream," shows how genius and feeling can 
elevate the realities of this life, and give to the com- 
monest events and objects an undying lustre. Tlie 
old hall at Annesley, under the name of " the antique 
oratory," will long call up to fancy the " maiden and 
^^ the youth" who once stood in it : while the image 




of the " lover's steed," though su^ested by the un- 
romantic race-ground of Nottingham, wiii not the 
less conduce to the general charm of the scene, and 
share a portion of that light which only genius 
could shed over it- 
He appears already, at this boyish i^e, to have 
been so far a proficient in gallantry as to know the use 
that may be made of the trophies of former triumphs 
in achieving new ones ; for he used to boast, with 
much pride, to Miss Chaworth, of a locket which 
some fair favourite had given him, and which pro- 
bably may have been a present from that pretty 
cousin, of whom he speaks with such warmth in one 
of the notices already quoted. Hewas also, it appears, 
not a little aware of his own beauty, which, notwith- 
standing the tendency to corpulence derived from 
his mother, gave promise, at this time, of that pe- 
culiar expression into which his features refined and 
kindled afterwards. 

With the summer holidays ended this dream of 
his youth. He saw Miss Chaworth once more in 
the succeeding year, and took his last farewell of 
her (as he himself used torelate)on that bilinear An- 
nesley • which, in his poem of " The Dream, " he 

• Among the unpubliBhEd verses of Ills in my posspssian, 
I find the fultowing tiagmcm, writlen not long after tius 
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« HiUi of Annesley, bleak irnd bam 

Where my thoughtless childhoo. 

How the northern tempests, warri 

Howl above tbj tufted shade ! 
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deacribea so happily as " crowned with a peculinr 
diadem." No one, he declared, could have told how 
muc^ he felt — for hiB countenance was calm, and 
his feelings restrained, " The nest time I see you," 
said he in parting with her, '■ I suppose you will 
be Mrs. Chaworth*," — and her answer wa.^ " I 
hope so." It was before this interview that he 
wrote, with a pencil, in a volume of Madame de 
Maintenon's letters, belonging to her, the Ibllowing 
verses, which have never, 1 believe, before been 
published : \ — 

" Oh Memory, lorture me no more. 

The preKiil's all o'ercaal ; 

My hopes of Riture bliss are o'er. 



« Now no more, the hours beguiling. 
Former favourite haunts I see; 
Now no more my Mary smilit.g, 
Mates ye seem a heaven to me." 
• The lady's husband, for some time, took hi 
t These stanzas, I hayn since found, are not 
but Ihe production of Lady Tuile, and are 
volume pubiiiJied by her Ladjship in the year 1 ' 


.r family name. 
Lord Byron's, 

795 (Sm«ut 



In the following year, 1805, Mies Chaworth was 
married to hia successful rival, Mv. John Musters ; 
and a person who was present when the first intelli- 
gence of the event was communicated to him, tlius 
describes the manner in which he received it. — " I 
was present when he first heard of the marriage. 
His mother said, ' Byron, I have some news for you.' 

— ' Well, what is it ? ' — ' Take out your handker- 
chief first, for you will want it.' — ' Nonsense I ' — 
' Take out your handkerchief, I say.' He did so, 
to humour her. ' Miss Chaworth is married.' An 
expression very peculiar, impossible to describe, 
passed over his pale foce, and he hurried his hand- 
kerchief into his pocket, saying, with an affectedair 
of coldness and nonchalance, ' Is that all? ' — 'Why, 
1 expected you would have been plunged in grief I " 

— He made no reply, and soon began to talk about 

Z thing else." 
8 pursuits at Harrow continued to be of the 
truant description durbg the whole of his stay 
there; — *' always," as he says himself, " cricketing, 
rebelling *, rowitiff, and in all manner of mischiefs." 
Tlie " rebelling," of which he here speaks, (tlMu^ 
itjiever, I believe, proceeded to any act of violence,) 
took place on the retirement of Dr. Drury from his 
lead master, when three candidates for 
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' Gibbnn, in speaking of public schoola, says — " The mimic 
scene of a rebellion has displayed, in their true colours, the 
minialera and pairiota of Ihc rising generation." Such prog- 
noitica, ho~eyer, aie not always to be relied on;— 'the mild, 
peaceful Addison was, vhen at school, Che successful leader of 
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the vacant cliair presented tliemselves, — Mark 
Drury, Evans, and Butler. On the first movement to 
ivhicli litis contest gave rise in the school, young 
Wildman was at the head of the party for Mark 
Drury, while Byron at first held himself aloof from 
any. Anxious, however, to liave him as an ally, one 
of the Drury faction said to Wiidman — " Byron, 1 
know, will not join, because he doesn't choose to 
act second to any one, but, by giving up the leader- 
ship to him, you may at once secure him." This 
Wildman accordinglv did, and Byron took the com- 
mand of tlie party. /J 

'Die violence with which he opposed the election 
of Dr. Butler on this occasion (chiefly from the 
warm affection which he had felt towards the last 
master) continued to embitter his relations with 
that gendeman during the remainder of his stay at 
Harrow. Unhappily their opportunities of collision 
were tlie more frequent from Byron's being a resi- 
dent in Dr. Butler's house. One day the young 
rebel, in a fit of defiance, tore down all the gratings 
from the window in the hall ; and when called upon 
by his host to say why he had committed this 
violence, answered, with stern coolness, " Because 
they darkened the hall." On another occasion he 
explicitly, and so far manfully, avowed to this gen- 
tleman's face the pique he entertained against him. 
It has long been customary, at the end of a terra, tiir 
the master to invite the upper boys to dine with him ; 
and these invitations are generally considered as, 
like royal ones, a sort of command. Lord Byron, 
however, when asked, sent back a refusal, which 



rather surprising Dr. Butler, he, on the first oppor- 
tuDLty that occurred, enquiredof him, in the presence 
of tlie other boys, his motive for this step ; - 
" Have you any other engagement ? " — " No, sir. 
— " But you must have some reason, Lord Byron. 
— " I have.' — " What is it ? "— « Why, Dr. Butler, 
replied the young peer, with proud composure, " if 
you should happen to come into my neighbourhood 
when I was staying st Newstead, I certainly should 
not ask jou to dine with me, and therefore feel that 
1 ou^t not lo dine with ^ou." • 

The general character which he bore among the 
■nuters at Harrow was that of an idle boy, who 
would oerer learn anything ; and. as far as regarded 
his tasks in school, this reputation was, by his own 
avowal, not ill-founded. It is impossible, indeed, to 
liM>b throi^ the books which he had then in us^ 
aiul whid) are scribWed over with clumsy interlined , 
inutslaiiuns, without being struck with the narrow 
extent of his classical attainments. The most ordi- 
nary Greek words have their English signification 
scrawled tmder them, showing too plainly that he 
was not sufficiently tiunitiarised with their meaning 
10 trust himself without this aid. Thus, in his 
Xenophon we find •ui,yotmg — cwjuvra, bodies — 
a»Sf«w( Toi,- ayafloi;, j/ood men, &c. &c — and 
even in the volumes of Greek plays which he pre- 
sented to the library on his departure, we observe, 

■ Thi» ■necdote, which I haye given on the Icstimony of 
oiu' ot Lonl Bjrrcm'B ubuolft^llaw's. Soctur Butler himself 
aDun-s me liu lut very linle raundstiun in (act, — (Second 
JSililiini.) 
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DDg other instancea, the comman word xfvm 
provided with its English representative in the 
margin. 

Jut, notwithstanding his backwardness in the 

re verbal scliolnrship, on which so large and 
precious a portion of life is wasted*, in all tliat 
general and miscellaneous knowledge which is alone 
useful in the world, he was making rapid and even 
jnderiul progress. With a mind too inquisitive 
and excursive to be imprisoned within statutable 

its, he ftew to subjects that interested his already 
manly tastes, with a zest which it is in vain to ex- 
pect that the mere pedantries of school could in- " 
spire ; and the irregular, but ardent, snatches of 
tudy which he caught in this way, gave to a mind 
like his an impulse forwards, which left more disci- 
plined and plodding competitors far behind. The 
list, indeed, which be has left on record of the 
works, in all departments of literature, which he 
thus hastily and greedily devoured before he was 
fifteen years of age, is such as almost to startle 
belief, — comprising, as it does, a range and variety 



• " II is deplorable lo ctmdder the loiswhlch children make 
d ibar time at most schools, employing, or nther casting 
Bwsy, ^x or seven years in Uie learning of words only, and that 
very imperfectly." — Cav^ey, Eisags. 

" Would not a Chinese, »ho took notice of our way of 
breeding, be apt to imagine tlwt all our young gentlemen were 
deagaed to he teachers and prDfessore of the dead languages of 
foreign countries, and not lo be men of business in their 
own ? " — tocie on Education. 
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of study, which might make much older " helluonea 
librorum " hide their heads. 

Not to argue, however, from the powers and 
movements of a mind like Byron's, which might 
well be allowed to take a privileged direction of 
own, there is little doubt, that to any youth of 
talent and ambition, the plan of instruction pursued 
in the great schools and universities of England, 
wholly inadequate as it is to the intellectual wants 
of the age *, presents an alternative of evils not a 
little embarrassing. DifficuJt, nay, utterly impossi- 
ble, as he will find it, to combine a competent acqui- 
sition of useful knowledge with that round of anti- 
quated studies which a pursuit of scholastic honours 
requires, he must either, by devoting the whole of 
bis attention and ambition to the latter object, 
remainignorant on most of those subjects upon which 
mind grapples with mind in life, or by adopting, as 
Lord Byron and other distinguished persons have 
done, the contrary system, consent to passfor a dunce 
or idler in the schools, in order to afford himself even 
a chance of attaining eminence in the world. 

From the memorandums scribbled by the young 
poet in his school-books, we might almost fancy thatt 
even at so early an age, he had a sort of vague pre- 
sentiment that everything relatbg to him would one 
day be an object of curiosity and interest The date 

" '■ A fijiiahed scholar may emerge from the head of West- 
min<iter or Eton in total ignaronce of the business and convene' 
alion of English gcotlemen in the latter end of the eighteentb 
century." — GHAmu 



1 
I 
I 



r 



I 



1805. LIFE OF LORD BYRON. 91 

of his entrance at Harrow*, the names of the boys 
who were, at that time, monitors, the list of his fel- 
low pupils mider Doctor Druryf, — all are noted 
down with a fond minuteness, as if to form points of 
retrospect in his after-life ; and that he sometimeB 
referred to them with tliis feeling will appear from 
one touching instance. On the first leaf of his 
" Scriptores Grseci," we find,in his schoolboy hand, 
the following memorial : — " George Gordon BjTon, 
Wednesday, June 26th, a. d. 1805, 3 quarters of 
an hour past 3 o'clock in the afternoon, 3d school, 
— Calvert, monitor ; Tom Wildman on my left hand 
and Long on my right. Harrow on the Hill." On 
the same leaf, written five years after, appears this 
comment : — 

•' Ehcu fugBCes, Foslhume I Fosthume ! 
LabuDtur aaiii." 

" B. January 9th, 1809. — Of the four persons 
whose names are here mentioned, one is dead, 
another in a distant climate, all separated, and not 
five years have elapsed since they sat together in 
school, and none are yet twenty-one years of 



in anno Domini 1801, Ellison 
Duce," 

" Moniton, IGOI. — Ellison, RojBton, Hunxman. Rash- 
leigh, Rokcby, Leigh." 

t " Druiy's Pupili, 1804. — BTnm, Drur; , Stndoir, Hoare, 
Btdda-, Annesley, Calvert, StroDg, Adand, Gonlon, Drum- 
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The vacation of 1804* be passed nith fais 
mother at Southwell, to which place she had 
removed from Nottingham, in the summer of this 
j'ear, having taken the house on the Green called 
Burgage Manor. There is a Southwell play-bill ex- 
tmit, dated August 8th, 180i, in which the play is 
amiounced as bespoke " by Mrs. and Lord Byroa. " 
The gentleman, from whom the house where they 
resided was rented, possesses a library of some ex- 
tent, which the young poet, he says, ransacked with 
much eagerness on his first coming to Southwell ; 
and one of the books that most particularly engaged 
and interested him was, as may be easily believed, 
tlie life of Lord Herbert of Cherbury. 

In the month of October, 1S05, he was removed 
to Trinity College, Cambridge, and his feelings on 
the change from his beloved Ida to this new scene 
of life are thus described by himself: — 

" When I first went up to college, it was a new 
and a heavy-hearted scene for me : firstly, I so much 
disliked leaving Harrow, that though it was time (I 
being seventeen), it broke my very rest for the last 
quarter with counting the days that remained. I 
always hated Harrow till the last year and a half, hut 
then I liked it. Secondly, I wished to go to Oxford, 

■ During one of the Harrow vsealions, he passed some 
O'me in Ihe house of (he kbbi de Houfignv, in Took's-coun, 
for the purpose of studying the French language ; hut he was, 
according to Ihe Abba's account, vtry little given to study, 
and spent most of his time in boning, fencing, &c. to die no 
■null disturbance of the rcierend teacher and his cstablishi^' 
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xnd not to Cambridge. Tliirdty, I was so conipletely 
alone in this new world, that it half broke my spirits. 
My companions were not unsocial, but the contrary 
— lively, hospitable, of rank and fortune, and g;iy 
&r beyond my gaiety. I mingled with, and dined, 
and supped, &c., with them ; but, I know not how, 
it was one of the deadliest and heaviest feelings of 
my iife to feel that I was no longer a boy." 

But though, for a time, he may have felt this sort 
of estrangement at Cambridge, to remain long with- 
out attaching himself was not in his nature ; and the 
friendship which he now formed with a youth named 
Eddleston, who was two years younger than himselfi 
even exceeded in warmth and romance all his school- 
boy attachments. This boy, whose musical talents 
first drew them together, was, at the commencement 
of their acquaintance, one of the choir at Cambridge, 
though he afterwards, it appears, entered into a mer- 
cantile line of life; and this disparity in their stations 
was by no means without its charm for Byron, as 
gratifying at once both his pride and good-nature, 
and founding the tie between them on the mutually 
dependent relations of protection on the one side, 
and gratitude and devotion on the other ; — the only 
relations •, according to Lord Bacon, in which the 
little friendship that still remains in the world is to 
be found. It was upon a gift presented to him by 
Eddleston, that he wrote those verses entitled " The 
Cornelian," which were printed in his first, un- 
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published volume, and of which the following is a 
stanza: — 

Have for my weakness ot^ reproved me ; 
Yet suU ihe simple gift I priie. 

For t am sure the giver Joved me." 

Another friendship, of a less unequal kind, which 
liad been begun at Harrow, and which he continued 
to cultivate during his first year at Cambridge, is thus 
interestingly dwelt upon in one of his journals; — 

" How strange are my thoughts I — T!ie reading 
of the Bong of Milton, ' Sabrina fair,' has brought 
back upon me — I know not how or why — the hap- 
piest, perhaps, days of my life (always excepting, 
here and there, a Harrow holiday in the two latter 
summers of my stay there) when living at Cambridge 
with Edward Noel Long, afterwards of the Guards, 
who, after having served honourably in the ex- 
pedition to Copenhagen (of which two or three 
thousand scoundrels yet survive in plight and pay), 
was drowned early in 1809, on his passage to Lisbon 
with his regiment in the St. George transport, which 
was run foul of in the night by another transport. 
We were rival swimmers — fond of riding — reading 

and of conviviality. We had been at Harrow 

together ; but — there, at least — his was a less 
boisterous spirit than mine. I was always cricket- 
inx — relielling — figh ting — rowing (from row, not 
iW-rowintt, a different practice), and in all manner 
of niischicfs ; while he was more sedate and po- 
Ulbed, Al Cnmbridge — both of Trinity — my 
■plrit mthi'r Boftcncdi or his roughened, for we be- 
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came very great friends. The description of Sa- 
brina's seat reminds me of our rival feats in divirtg. 
Though Cam's is not a verj translucent wave, it was 
fourteen "feet deep, where we used to dive for, and 
pick up — liaving tlirown tliem in on purpose — 
plates, eggs, and even shillings. I remember, in 
particular, there was the stump of a tree (at least 
ten or twelve feet deep) in tlie bed of the river, 
in a spot where we bathed most commonly, round 
which I used to cling, and ' wonder how the devil 
I came there.' 

" Our evenings we passed in music (he was musi- 
cal, and played on more than one instrument, flute 
and violoncello), in which I was audience ; and I 
think that our chief beverage was soda-water. In 
the day we rode, bathed, and lounged, reading oc- 
casionally. I remember our buying, with vast ala- 
crity, Moore's new quarto (in 1806), and readmg it 
together in the evenings. 

" We only passed the summer together ; — Long 
had gone into the Guards during the year I passed 
in Notts, away from college. His friendship, and a 
violent, though pure, love and passion — which held 
me at the same period — were the then romance of 
the most romantic period of ray life. 

" I remember that, in the spring of 1809, H • * 
laughed at my being distressed at Long's death, and 
amused himself with making epigrams upon liis name, 
which was susceptible of a pun — Lmtg, short, &c. 
But three years after, he had ample leisure to repent 
it, when our mutual friend and hi^, U ■ "'s, parti- 
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cular friend, Charles Matthews, was drowned also, 
and he himself was as much afTected by a similar 
calamity. But I did not pay him back \a puns 
and epigrams, for I valued Matthews too much my- 
self to do 60 ; and, even if I had not, I should have 
respected his griefs. 

" Long's fether wrote to me to write hia son's ef 
taph. I promised — but I had not the heart to cor 
plete iL He was such a good amiable being . 
rarely remains long in this world; witli talent and 
accomplishments, too, to make him the more 
gretted. Yet, although a cheerful companion, he 
had strange melancholy thoughts sometimes. I ] 
member once that we were going to liis uncle's, I 
think — 1 went to accompany him to the door merely, 
in some Upper or Lower Grosvenor or Brook Street, 
I forget which, but it was in a street leading out of 
some square, — he told me that, the night before, he 
'had taken up a pistol — not knowing or examining 
whether it was loaded or no — and had snapped il 
at his head, leaving it to chance whether it might or 
might not be charged." The letter, too, which he 
wrote me, on leaving college to join the Guards, 
was as melancholy in its tenour as it could well be 
on such an occasion. But he siiowed nothing of 
this in his deportment, being mild and gentle ; — and 
yet with much turn for the ludicrous in his disposi- 
tion. Wg were both much attached to Harrow, and 
sometimes made excursions there together from 
London to revive our schoolboy recollections." 

These affecting remembrances are contained in a 
Journal which he kept during his residence at Ba- 
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venna, in 1821, and they are rendered still more 
touching and remarkable by the circumstances under 
which they were noted down. Domesticated in a 
foreign laud, and even connected with foreign con- 
spirators, whose arms, at the moment he was writing, 
were in his house, he could yet tlius wholly disengage 
himself from the scene around him, and, borne away 
by the current of memory into other times, live over 
the lost friendships of his boyhood again. An Eng- 
lish gentleman (Mr. Wathen) who called upon him, 
at one of his residences in Italy, having happened to 
mention in conversation that he had been acquainted 
with Long, from that moment Lord Byron treated 
him with the most marked kindness, and talked with 
him of Long, and of his amiable qualities, till (as this 
gentleman says) the tears could not be concealed in 






eyes 



In the summer of this year (1806) he, as usual, 
joined his mother at Southwell, — among the small, 
but select, society of which place he had, during his 
visits, formed some intimacies and friendships, the 
memory of which is still cherished there fondly and 
proudly. With the exception, indeed, of the brief 
and bewildering interval which he passed, as we 
have seen, in the company of Miss Chaworth, it was 
at Southwell alone that an opportunity was ever af- 
forded hmi of profiting by the bland influence of 
female society, or of seeing what woman is in the 
true sphere of her virtues, home. The amiable and 
intelligent family of the Pigots received him within 
their circle as one of themselves : and in the Rev. 

vol,, t. H 
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^^^h ' Jli^llH^Sr* the youthful poet found not only an ^H 
^^^P MW'iifil judicious critic, but a sincere friend ^H 
^^^1 IkiMWire also one or two other families — as the ^H 

LMenifts, the Housons — among whom his talents 
awl vivacity made him always welcome ; and the 
|iroud shyness with which, through the whole of hia 
ininorily, be kept otoof from all intercourse with tiie 
tkt^thbouring gentlemen seems to have been entirely 
laaiUiarised away by the small, cheerful society of 
Southwell. One of the most intimate and valued 
of his friends, at this period, has given me the follow- 
in;; account of her first acquaintance with him : — 
■■ Tlic first time I was introduced to bira was at a 
|>arty at his motlier's, when he was so shy that she 
WHS forced to send for him three times before she 
cuulU persuade him to come into the drawing-room, 
to piny with the young people at a round game. He 
was then a iat bashful boy, with his hair combed 
^trui};ht over his forehead, and extremely like a mi- 
niature picture that his raotlicr had painted by M. 
de Chambruland. The next morning Mrs. Byron 
Drought him to call at our house, when he still con- 
tinued shy and formal in his manner. The convers- 
ation turned upon Cheltenham, where we had been 
staying, the amusements there, the plays, &c. ; and 
I mentioned that I had seen the character of Ga- 
briel Lackbrain very well performed. His mother 
getting up to go, he accompanied her, making a for- 
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* A gentlemim Kho bas eiacf bonuurabi; distinguished 
nself by his philanihropic plans nnd saggestioos for that 
iat important object, the amelioration of ibe condition of 
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mal bow, and I, in allusion to the play, said, " Good 
by, Gab"." His countenance ligbted up, his hand- 
some mouth displayed a broad grin, all his shyness 
vanished, never to return, and, upon his mother's 
saying ' Come, Byron, are you ready ? ' — no, she 
might go by herself, he would stay and talk a little 
longer ; and from that moment he used to come in 
and go out at all hours, as it pleased him, and in our 
house considered himself perfectly at home." 

To tliis lady was addressed the earliest letter from 
hJH pen that has fallen into my hands. He corre- 
sponded with many of his Harrow friends, — with 
Lord Clare, Lord Powerscourt, Mr. William Peel, 
Mr, William Bankes, and others. But it was then 
little foreseen what general interest would one day 
attach to these school-boy letters; and accordingly, as 
I have already had occasion to lament, there are but 
few of them now in existence. The letter, of which 
I have spoken, to his Southwell friend, though con- 
taining nothing remarkable, is perhaps for that very 
reason worth insertion, as serving to show, on coni- 
oaring it with most of itfi successors, how rapidly his 
mind acquired coniidence in its powers. There is, 
indeed, one charm for the eye of curiosity in his 
juvenile manuscripts, which they necessarily want in 
tlieir printed form ; and that is the strong evidence 
of an irregular education which they exhibit, — the 
unformed and childish handwriting, and, now and 
then, even defective spelling of him who, in a very 
few years after, was to start up one of the giants 
of English literature. 
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Letter 1. TO MISS . 

Burgage Manor, August S< 

" I received the arms, my dear Miss - 
and am very much obliged to you for the trouble 
you have taken. It is impossible I should have any 
fault to find with tliem. The sight of the drawings 
ffives me great pleasure for a double reason, — in the 
first place, they will ornament my books, in the next, 
they convince me that i/ou have not entirely fort/ol 
me. I am, however, sorry you do not return sooner 
— you have already been gone an affe. 1 perhaps 
may liave token my departure for London before you 
come back; but, however, I will hope not. Do not 
overlook my watch-riband and purse, as I wish u> 
carry them with me. Your note was given me by 

Harry, at the play, whither I attended Miss L 

and Dr. S. ; and now I have set down to an- 
swer it before I go to bed. If I am at Southwell 
when you return, — and I sincerely hope you will 
soon, for I very much regret your absence, — I shall 
be happy to hear you sing my favourite, ' The Maid 
of Lodi.' My mother, tf^ether with myself, desires 
to be affectionately remembered to Mrs. Pigot, and, 

believe me, my dear Miss , I remain your 

affectionate friend, 

" Byron." 

" P. S. If you think proper to send me any answer 
to this, I shall be extremely happy to receive it. 
Adieu. 

" P.S.2d. As you say you are a novice in the art 
of knitting, I hope it don't give you too much trou- 
ble. Go on slowly, but surely. Once more, adieu." 



1806 LIFE OF LDKd BVRON. lOl 

We diall often have occasion, to remark the fidelity 
to early habits and tastes by which Lord Byron, 
though in other respects sorVa^t^e, was distin- 
guished. In the juvenile letter, jutitTcit^d, there are 
two characteristics of this kind whiefi K^- preserved 
unaltered during the remainder of hislifSj-i^iiamely, 
his punctuality in immediately answering letters, and 
his love of the simplest ballad music. Among'lhe 
chief favourites to which this latter taste led film. at.-, 
this time were the songs of the Duenna, which He - 
had the good taste to delight in ; and some of his 
Harrow contemporaries still remember the joyous- 
ness with which, when dining with his friends at the 
memorable mother Barnard's, he used to roar out, 
" This bottle's the sun of our table." 

His visit to Southwell this summer was inter- 
rupted, about the beginning of August, by one of 
those explosions of temper on the part of Mrs. Byron, 
to which, from his earliest childhood, he had been 
but too well accustomed, and in producing which his 
own rebel spirit was cot always, it may be supposed, 
entirely blameless. In all his portraits of himself, 
BO dark is the pencil which he employs, that the 
following account of his own temper, from one of his 
journals, must be taken with a due portion of that 
allowance for exaggeration, which his style of self- 
portraiture, " overshadowing even the shade," re- 
quires. 

*' In all other respects," (4ie says, afler mentioning; 
his infant passion for Slary Duff,) " I differed not at 
all from other children, being neither tall nor short, 
dull nor witty, of my age, but rather lively — except 
H 3 
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in my sullen moodsH ^J then I was always a DeviL I 
Tliey once (in on§. of 'my silent ragea) wrenched a I 
knife from me,.^ni^!c!h'I had snatched from table at I 
Mrs.B.'s diififei' (I always dined earlier), and applied I 
to my brejMt_;'"— but this was three or four years I 
after, jugttjbfbre the late Lord B.'s decease. 

_" yty'^siensihk temper has certainly improve 

latee years ; but I shudder, and must, to my latest ( 

.■^ut) 'regret the consequence of it and my passions j 

"■•/i^mbined. One event — but no matter — there are I 

.'"■others not much better to think of also — and to \ 

them I give the preference 

" But I hate dwelling upon incidents. My temper 
is now under management — rarely lovd, and wliat 
loud, never deadly. It is when silent, and I feel my 
forehead and my cheek palirig, that I cannot con- 
trot it; and then but unless there is a woman 

(and not any or every woman) in the way, I have 
sunk into tolerable apathy." 

Between a temper at all resembling this, and the 
loud hurricane bursts of Mrs. Byron, the collision, it 
may be supposed, was not a litde formidable ; and 
the age at which tlie young poet was now arrived, 
when — as most parents feel — the impatience of 
youth begins to champ the bit, would but render the 
occasions for such shocks more frequent. It is 
as a curious proof of their opinion of each other's I 
violence, that, after parting one evening in a tempeEt 
of this kind, tliey were known each to go privately 1 
that night to the apothecary's, enquiring anxiously 
fchether the other had been to purchase poison. 



cautioning the vender of drugs not to attend to such 
on application, if made. 

It was but rarely, however, that the young lord 
allowed himself to be provoked into more than a 
passive share in these scenes. To the boisteroosneBs 
of his mother he would oppose a civil and, no doubt, 
provoking silence, — bowing to her but the more 
profoundly the higher her voice rose in the scale. 
In general, liowever, when he perceived that a storm 
was at hand, in flight lay his only safe resource. Tu 
this summary expedient he was driven at the period 
of which we are speaking; but not tiU after a scene 
had taken place between him and Mrs, Byron, in 
which the violence of her temper had proceeded to 
lengths, that, however outrageous they may be 
deemed, were not, it appears, unusual with her. 
The poet, Young, in describing a temper of this sort, 

" The cups and saucers, in a ivbirlwind sent. 

But poker and tongs were, it seems, the missiles 
which Mrs. Byron preferred, and which she, more 
than once, sent resounding after her fugitive son. 
In the present instance, he was but just in time to 
avoid a blow aimed at him with the former of tliese 
weapons, and to make a hasty escape to the house 
of a friend in the neighbourhood ; where, concerting 
the best means of baffling pursuit, he decided upon 
an instant flight to London. The letters, which I 
am about to give, were written, immediately on his 
arrival in town, to some friends at Southwell, from 
ivliose kind interference in his behalf, it may fairly 



be concluded thai the blame of the quarrel, whatever 
it may have been, did not rest witli him. The first 
is to Mr. Pigot, a young gentleman about the same 
age as himself, who had just returned, for the vaca- 
tion, from Edinburgh, where he was, at that time, 
pursuing his medJcaJ studies. 

LiTTtsa. TO MR. PIGOT. 

" IS. Piccadilly, August 9. 1K06, 

'' My dear Pigot, 

" Many thanks for your amusing narrative of the 
last proceedings of " *, who now begins to feel the 
effects of her foily. I have just received a peni- 
tential epistle, to which, apprehensive of pursuit, I 
have despatched a moderate answer, with a kind of 
promise to return in a fortnight;- — this, however 
{entre runts), I never mean to fulfil. Seriously, your 
mother has laid roe under great obligations, and you, 
with the rest of your family, merit my warmest 
thanks for your kind connivance at my escape. 

" How did S. B. receive the intelligence ? How 
many /)Mn« did he utter on so facetiowi an event? 
In your next inform me on this point, and what 
excuse you made to A. You are probably, by this 
time, tired of deciphering this hieroglyphical letter ; 
— like Tony Lumpkin, you will pronounce mine tn 

be a d d up and down hand. All Southwell, 

without doubt, is involved in amazement. Apropos, 
how does my blue-eyed nun, the fair " • ? is she 
' Tobed in sable garb oficoe f ' 

" Here I remain at least a week or ten days ; pre- 
vious to my departure you shall receive my address, 
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but what it will be I have not determined. My 
lodgings must be kept secret from Mrs. B. You 
may present my compliments to her, and say any 
attempt to pursue me will fail, as I have taken raea- 
Bures to retreat immediately to Portsmouth, on the 
first intimation of her removal from Southwell. 
You may add, I have now proceeded to a friend's 
house in the country, there to remain a fortnight. 

" I have now blotted (I must not say written) a 
complete double letter, and in return shall expect 
a monstrous budget. Without doubt, the dames of 
Southwell reprobate the pernicious example I have 
Ehown, and tremble lest their babes should disobey 
their mandates, and quit, in dudgeon, their mammas 
on any grievance. Adieu. When you begin your 
next, drop the ' lordship,' and put ' Byron' in its 
place. Believe me yours, &c. 



From the succeeding letters, it will be seen that 
Mrs. Byron was not behind hand, in energy and de- 
cision, with bin young Lordship, but immediately on 
discovering his flight, set off after him. 

LEiTEa3. TO MISS . 

" London, August 10, ISM. 

" My dear Bridget, 

" As I have already troubled your brother with 
mure than he will find pleasure in deciphering, you 
are the next to whom I shall assign the employment 
of perusing this second epistle. You will perceive 
from my first, that no idea of Mrs, B.'a arrival liad 
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disturbed me at the time it was written ; not 
pKMol, Bince the appearance of a note from the 
Uluatriota cause of my sudden decampment has driven 

the ' natural ruby from my cheeks,' and completely 
blanched my woe-begone countenance. This gun- 
ponder intimation of her arrival breathes less of 
terror and dismay than you will probably imaginei 
and concludes with the comfortable assurance of all 
present motion being prevented by the fatigue of her 
journey, for which my bhssings are due to the rough 
roads and restive quadrupeds of his Majesty's high- 
ways. As I have not the smallest mdination to be 
chased round the country, I shall e'en make a merit 
of necessity; and since, like Macbeth, ' they've 
tied me to the stake, I cannot fly,' I shall imitate 
that valorous tyrant, and ' bear-like fight the 
course,' all escape being preclutled. I can now 
engage with less disadvantage, having drawn the 
enemy from her intrenchments, though, like the 
prototj/pe to whom I have compared myself, with an 
excellent chance of being knocked on the head. 

However, ' lay on, Macduff, and d d be he who 

first cries. Hold, enough.' 

" I shall remain in town for, at least, a week, and 
expect to hear from you before its eKpiration. I 
presume the printer has brought you the offspring 
of my poetic Tnania, Remember in the first line 
to ' laud the winds whistle,' instead of ' round,' 
which that blockhead Ridge has inserted by mistake, 
and makes nonsense of the whole stanza. Addiol — 
Now to encounter my Hydra. Yours ever." 
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L£rtift4. TO MS. PIGOT. 

" LondDii, Sunday, nudnight, August 10. 1S06. 

" Dear Pigot, 

" This astonishing packet will, doubtless, amaze 
you; but having an idle hour this evening, I wrote 
the enclosed stanzas, which I request you will de- 
liver to Hidge, to be printed separate from my other 
compositions, as you will perceive them to be im- 
proper for the perusal of ladies ; of course, none of 
the females of your family must see them. I offer 
1000 apologies for the trouble I have given you in 
this and other instances. Yours truly." 

Lettek 5. TO MR. PIGOT. 

" Piccadilly, August IS. 180C. 

" I cannot exactly say with Ciesar, ' Veni, vidi, 
vici:' however, the most important part of his 
laconic account of success applies to my present 
situation ; for, though Mrs. Byron took the trouble 
of' coming,^ and ' seeing,' yet your humble servant 
proved the victor. After an obstinate engagement 
of some hours, in which we suffered considerable 
damage, from the quickness of the enemy's fire, they 
at length retired in confusion, leaving behind the 
artillery, field equipage, and some prisoners: their 
defeat is decisive for the present campaign. To 
speak more intelligibly, Mrs.B. returns immediately, 
but I proceed, with all my laurels, to Worthing, on 
the Sussex coast ; to which place you will address 
(to be left at the post ofHce) your next epistle. By 
the enclosure of a second gingle of rhyme, you will 
probably conceive my muse to be vastly prolific ; her 
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and, accompanied by his young friend Mr. Pigot, set 
out for Harrowgate. The following extracts are from 
a letter written by the latter gentleman, at the time, 

" Harrowgate is Btill extremely full ; Wednesday 
(to-day) is our ball-night, and I meditate going 
the room for an hour, although I am by no means 
fond of strange faces. Lord B., you know, is even 
more shy than myself; but for an hour this evening 
I will shake it off. • • • How do our theatricals 
proceed? Lord Byron can say afl his part, and I 
Ros^of mine. He certainly acts it inimitably. Lord 
B. is now poetising, and, since he has been here, has 
written some very pretty verses.* He is very good 
in trying to amuse me as much as possible, but it is 
not in my nature to be happy witliout either female 
aociety or study. • * • There are many plea- 
sant rides about here, which I have taken in company 
with Bo'awain, who, with Brighton fi is universally 
admired. You must read this to Mrs. B., as it is 
a little Tont/ Lumphimsh. Lord B, desires some 
apace left: therefore, with respect to all the come- 
dians elect, believe me to be," &c. Slc. 

To this letter the following note from Lord Byron 
was appended : — 



• The Tcrses " To a beautiful Quater," in bis firs 
tfe™ written »t Harrowgate. 

t A horse of Lord Byron'9 : — the olhor horse Ui 
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" My dear Bridget, 

" Ibaveonlyjust dismounted from my PegtMits, 
which has prevented me from descending to plain 
prose in an epistle of greater length to yoar fair 
self. You regretted, in a former letter, that my 
poems were not more extensive ; I now for your 
satisfaction announce that I have nearly doubled 
them, portly by tlie discovery of some I conceived 
to be lost, and partly by some new productions. Wo 
shall meet on Wednesday next ; till then believe me 
yours affectionately, 



"P. S. — Your brother John is seized with a 
poetic mania, and is now rhyming away at the rate 
of three lines /wrAoar — so much for inspiration f 

By the gentleman, wJio was thus early the com- 

\ panion and intimate of Lord Byron, and who is now 

I pursuing his profession with the success which his 

eminent talents deserve, I have been favoured with 

some further recollections of their visit together to 

Harrowgate, which I shall take the liberty of giving 

his own words: — 

" You ask me to recall some anecdotes of the time 
; spent together at Harrowgate in tlie summer 
of 1806, on our return from college, he from 
Cambridge, and I from Edinburgh ; but so many 
years have elapsed since then, that I really feel my- 
self as if recalling a distant dream. We, 1 remember 
went in Lord Byron's own carriage, with post- 
horses ; and he sent his groom with two saddle- 
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letter wl.ich was received by his companion during 
their absence from home; — 

" Tell Lord Byron that, if any accident should re- 
tard his return, his mother desires he will write to 
her, as she shall be mueralile if he does not arrive 
the day he fixes. Mr. W, B. has written a card to 
Mrs. H. to offer for the character of ' Henry Wood- 
ville,' — Mr. and Mrs. • ■ * not approving of their 
son's taking a part in the play : but I believe he will 
persist in it. Mr. G. W. says, that sooner than the 
party should be disappointed, ke will take any part, 
— sing — dance — in short, do any thing to oblige. 
Till Lord Byron returns, nothing can be done ; and 
positively he must not be later than Tuesday or 
Wednesday." 

We have already seen that, at Harrow, his talent 
for declamation was the only one by which Lord 
Byron was particularly distinguished; and in one 
of his note-books he adverts, with evident aatis- 
faction, both to his school displays and to the share 
whicli he took in these representations at South- 

" When I was a youth, I was reckoned a good ac- 
tor. Besides Harrow speeches (in which I shone), 
I enacted Penruddock in the Wheel of Fortune, 
and Tristram Fickle in Allingham's farce of the 
Weathercock, for three nights (tlie duration of our 
compact), in some private theatricals at SouthweU. 
in 1806, with great applause. Tlie occasional pr»>. 
logue for our volunteer play was also of my composi- 
tion. Tlie other performers were young ladies and 
gentlemen of the neighbourhood, and the wholewent 




I 



I 
I 



1S06. Lira OF LOHD BYRON. 

off with great effect upon our good-lla^ured au- 
dience." 

It may, perhaps, not be altogether trifliog to ob- 
serve, that, in thus personating witli such success two 
heroes so different, the young poet displayed both 
that love and power of versatility by which he was 
afterwards impelled, on a grander scale, to present 
himself under such opposite aspects to the world; — 
the gloom of Penruddock, and the whim of Tristram, 
being types, as it were, of the two extremes, be 
tween which his own character, in afler-life, so sin- 
gularly vibrated. 

These representations, which form a memorable 
era at Southwell, took place about the latter end of 
September, in the house of Mr. Leacroft, whose 
drawing-room was converted into a neat theatre on 
tlie occasion, and whose family contributed some of 
the fair ornaments of its boards. The prologue 
which Lord Byrnn furnished, and which may be 
seen in his " Hours of Idleness," was written by him 
between stages, on his way from Harrowgate. On 
getting into the carriage at Chesterfield, he said to 
his companion, "Now, Pigot, 1 11 spin a prologue for 
our play ; " and before tliey reached Mansfield, Iw 
had completed his task, — interrupting, only once, 
his rhyming reverie, to ask the proper pronunciation 
of the French word debut, " and, on being told it, 
exclwraing, in the true spirit of I3yshe, " Ay, thai 
will do for rhyme to new. " 

Tlie epilogue on the occasion was from the pen 
of Mr. Becher ; and for the purpose of affording to 
Lord Byron, who was to speak it, an opportunity of 




displaying his powers of mimicry, consisted of good- 
humoured portraits of all the persons concerned in 
the representation. Some intimation of this design 
having got among the actors, an alarm was felt in- 
stantly at the ridicule thu>4 in store for them ; and 
to quiet their apprehensions, the author was obliged 
to assure them that if, afler having heard his epi- 
logue at rehearsal, they did not, of themselves, pro- 
nounce it harmless, and even request that it should 
be preserved, he would most willingly withdraw it. 
In the mean time, it was concerted between this gen- 
tleman and Lord Byron that the latter should, oa 
the morning of rehearsal, deliver the verses in a tone 
as innocent and as free from all point as possible, — 
reserving his mimicry, in which the whole sting of 
the pleasantry lay, for the evening of representation. 
The desired effect was produced ; — all the person- 
ages of the green-room were satisfied, and even 
wondered how a suspicion of waggery could have 
attached itself to So well-bred a production. Their 
wonder, however, was of a different nature a night 
or two afler, when, on hearing the audience con- 
vulsed with laughter at this same composition, they 
discovered, at last, the trick which the unsuspected 
mimic had played on them, and had no other 
resource than that of joining in the laugh which his 
playful imitation of the whole dramatis personte 
excited. 

The small volume of poems, which he had now 
for some time been preparing, was, in the month of 
November, ready for delivery to the select few 
among whom it was intended to circulate ; and to 
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Mr. Becher the first copy of the work was present- 
ed.* The infiucnce which this gentleman had, by 
his love of poetry, his sociabiUty and good sense, ac- 
quired at this period over the mind of Lord Byron, 
was frequently employed by him in guiding the 
taste of his young friend, no less in matters of con- 
duct than of literature ; and the ductility with 
which this influence was yielded to, in an instance 
I shall have to mention, will show how far from 
untractable was the natural disposition of Byron, 
had he more frequently been lucky enough to fall 
into hands that "knew the stops" of the instru- 
ment, and could draw out its sweetness as well as its 
strength. 

In the wild range which his taste was now allowed 
to take through the light and miscellaneous literature 
of the day, it was but natural that he should settle 
with most pleasure on those works from which the 
feelings of his age and temperament ^ould extract 
their most congenial food ; and, accordingly. Lord 
Strangford's Camoens and Little's Poems are said to 
have been, at this period, his favourite study. To 
the indulgence of such a taste his reverend friend 
very laudably opposed himself, — representing with 
truth, (as far, at least, as the latter author is concern- 
ed,) how much more worthy models, both in style 
and thought, he might find among the established 
names of English literature. Instead of wasting his 
time on tlie ephemeral productions of his conlempo- 

• Of this edition, wliicli was in quarto, and consisted but 
of ■ few sheets, there are but two, or, at the utmost, three 
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rartes, he should devote himself, his adviser said, to ^^t 
the pages of Milton and of Shakspearc, and, abovtt ^H 
all, seek to elevate his fancy and taste by the can*^H 
templacion of the Bublimer beauties of the Bible. Ib^^I 
tlie latter study, this gentleman acknowledges Uiat^^l 
his advice had been, to a great extent, anticipated, ^^ 
and that with the poetical parts of tlie Scripture he 
found Lord Byron deeply conversant : — a circum- 
stance which corroborates the account given by his 
early master, Dr. Glennie, of his great proficiency 
in scriptural knowledge while yet but a child under 
his care. 

To Mr. Eecher, as I have said, the first copy of 
his little wortc was presented ; and tliis gentleman, 
in looking over its pages, among many things to com- 
mend and admire, as well as some almost too boyish 
to criticise, found one poem in which, as it appeared 
to Iiim, the imagination of the young bard had in- 
dulged itself in a luxuriousncss of colouring beyond 
what even youth could excuse. Immediately, as the 
most gentle mode of conveying his opinion, be sat 
down and addressed to Lord Byron some expostula- 
tory verses on the subject, to which an answer, also 
in verse, was returned by the noble poet as promptly, 
with, at the same time, a note in plain prose, to say 
that he felt fully the justice of his reverend friend's 
censure, and that, rather than allow the poem in ques- 
tion to be circulated, he would instantly recall all the 
copies that had been sent out, and cancel die whole 
impression. On the very same evening this prompt 
sacrifice was carried into effect : — Mr, Becher saw 
every copy of the edition burned, with the exception 
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of that which he retained in liis owt) possessiun, anil 
another whicli had been despatched to Edinburgh, 
and could not be recalled. 

This trait of the young poet speaks sufficiently for 
itseif; — the sensibility, the temper, the ingenuous 
pliableness which it exhibits, show a disposition ca- 
pable, by nature, of every thing we most respect and 

Of a no less amiable character were the feelings 
diat, about tliis time, dictated the following letter ; — 
a letter which it is impossible to peruse without ac- 
knowledging the noble candour and conscientiousness 
of the writer : — 

LEttEi. s. TO THE EARL OF CLARE. 

" Snufliwell, Nulls, Feliruary 6. 1807. 

" iMy dearest Clare, 

" Were I to make all the apologies necessary to 
atone for my late negligence, you would justly say 
you had received a petition instead of a letter, as it 
would be filled with prayers for forgiveness ; but in- 
stead of this, I will acknowledge my gins at once, 
and I trust to your friendship and generosity rather 
than to my own excuses. Tliough my health is not 
perfectly re-established, I am out of all danger, and 
have recovered every thingbul my spirits, which are 
subject to depression. You will be astonished to 
hear I have lately written to Delawarre, for the pur* 
pose of explaining (as far as possible without in- 
volving BOiae old friends of tn'me in the business) the 
cause of my behaviour to him during my last resi- 
dence at Harrow (nearly two years ago), which you 
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will recollect was rather ' ea cavalier' Since that 
period, I have discovered he was treated with in- 
justice both bj those who misrepresented bis con- 
duct, and by me in consequence of their suggestions. 
I have therefore made all the reparation in my power, 
by apologising for my mistake, though with very 
taint hopes of success ; indeed I never expected any 
answer, but desired one for form's sake ; that has 
not yet arrived, and most probably never will. 
However, I have eased my own conscience by the 
atonement, which is humiliating enough to one of 
my disposition ; yet I could not have slept satisfied 
with the reflection of having, even unintentionally, in- 
jured any individual. I have done all that could be 
done to repair the injury, and there the affair must 
end. Whether we renew our intimacy or not is of 
very trivial consequence. 

" My time has lately been much occupied with 
very different pursuits. I have been transporting a 
servant', who cheated me, — rather a disagreeable 
event; — performing in private theatricals; — pub- 
lishing a volume of poems (at the request of my 
friends, for their perusal); — making love, — and 
taking physic. The two last amusements have not 
had the best effect in tlie world ; for my attentions 
have been divided amongst so many^iV damsels, and 
the drugs I swallow are of such variety in their com- 
position, that between Venus and j^sculapius I 
am harassed to deatli. However, I have still leisure 
to devote some hours to the recollections of past, 

• His valet, FVank. 
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regretted friendships, and in the interval to take the 
advantage of the moment, to assure you liow much 
I am, and ever will be, my dearest Clare, 

" Your truly attached and sincere 
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Considering himself bound to replace the copies 
of his work which he had withdrawn, as well a8 to 
rescue the general character of the volume from the 
stigma this one offender might bring upon it, he set 
instantly about preparing a second edition for the 
press, and, during the ensuing six weeks, continued 
busily occupied with his task. In the beginning of 
January we find him forwarding a copy to his friend. 
Dr. Pigot, in Edinburgh : — 



Letteb a. TO MR. PIGOT. 

" Soulliwell, Jan. 13. 1607. 

" I ought to begin with sundry apologies, for my 
own negligence, but the variety of my avocations 
in prose and verse must plead my excuse. With this 
epistle you will receive a volume of all ray Juvenilia, 
published since your departure : it is of considerably 
greater size than the copy in your possession, which 
I beg you will destroy, as the present is much more 
complete. That unlucky poem to my poor Mary * 

• Of this " Mary," who is not to be confounded either with 
the heiress of Annealey, or " Mary " of Aberdeen, all I can 

in life,— that she had long, light golden liair, of »hicb ba 
used to show a look, as well as her picture, among his friends; 
and that the verses in his " Hours of Idleness," entitled 



" To Mary, on receiving hi 



e addressed to 



r 
I 



has been the causu of some animadversion from 
ladies in yeitrs, I have not printed it in this 001160- 
lion, in consequence of my being pronounced a a 
profiigata sinjier, in short, a 'yming Moore,' by 

, your * • * friend, I believe, i" 

general, they have been favourably received, ai 
surely the age of their author will preclude sene. 
criticism. The adventures of my life from sixteen to 
nineteen, and the dissipation into which I have been 
thrown in London, have given a voluptuous tint to 
ray ideas ; but the occasions which called forth my 
muse could hardly admit any other colouring. This 
volume is vastly correct and miraculously chaste. 
Apropos, talking of love, •♦•••*• 
" If you can find leisure to answer this farrago of 
unconnected nonsense, you need not doubt what 
gratification will accrue from your reply to yours 
ever," &c. 

To his young friend, Mr. William Gankes, who 
had met casually with a copy of the work, and wrote 
himaletter conveying bis opinion of it, he returned 
the following answer : — 

Letter 10. TO MR. WILLIAM BANKES. 

" SouthweU. March 6. 1607. 

" Dear Bankes, 

" Your critique is valuable for many reasons : in 
tlie first place, it is the only one in which flattery 
has borne so slight a part; in the next, I am cloyed 
with insipid compliments. I have a better opinion 
of your judgment and ability than your feelings. 
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Accept my most sincere thanks for your kind deci- 
sion, not less welcome, because totally unexpected 
With regard to a more exact estimate, I need not 
remind you how few of the best poQfits, in our lan- 
guage, will stand the lest of minute or verbal cri- 
ticism : it can, therefore, hardly be expected the 
e&iisions of a boy (and most of these pieces have 
been produced at an early period) can derive mucli 
merit either from the subject or composition. Many 
of them were written under great depression of 
spirits, and during severe indisposition : — hence tlie 
gloomy turn of the ideas. We coincide in opinion 
that the 'poesies erotiquea' are the most exception- 
able ; they were, however, grateful to the deities, on 
whose altars they wore offered — more I seek not. 

" The portrait of Pomposus was drawn at Harrow, 
after a long sitting; this accounts for the resem- 
blance, or rather the caricatura. He is^our friend, 
he twver ums mine — for both our sake» I shall be 
silent on this head. The collegiate rhymes are not 
pergonal — one of the notes may appear so, but could 
not be omitted. I have little doubt they will be 
deservedly abused — a just punishment for my un- 
filial treatment of so excellent an Alma Mater, f 
sent you no copy, lest we should be placed in the 
situation of Gil Slas and the Archbishop of Grenada ; 
though running some hazard from the experiment, I 
wished your verdict to be unbiassed. Had my ' Li- 
lellus' been presented previous to your letter, it 
would have appeared a species of bribe to purchase 
compliment. I feel no hesitation in saying, I was 
more anxious to hear your critique, however severe 
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than the praigea of the million. On the same day I ^H 
was honoured with the encomiums of Slacheitzie, the ^H 
celebrated autlior of the ' Man of Feeling,' Whe- ^ 
ther his approbation or yours elated me most, I 
cannot decide. 

" You will receive my Juvenilia, — at least all yet 

I published. I have a large volume in manuscript, ^H 

which may in part appear hereafter ; at present I ^| 
have neither time nor inclination to prepare it for ^H 
the press. In the spring I shall return to Trinity, ^H 
to dismantle my rooms, and bid you a final adieu. ^| 
The Cam will not be much increased by my tears ^| 
on the occasion. Your further remarks, however 
oauitic or bitter, to a palate vitiated with the sweets 
^adulation, will be of service. Johnson has shown 
us that no poetry is perfect ; but to correct mine 
would be an Herculean labour. In fact I never 
looked beyond the moment of composition, and pub- 
lished merely at the request of my friends. Not- 
withstanding so much has been said concerning the 
' Genus irritabile vatum,' we shall never quarrel 
on the subject — poetic fame is by no means the 
' acme' of my wishes. Adieu. 

This letter was followed by another, on the same 
subject, to Mr. Bankes, of which, unluckily, only the 
annexed fragment remains : — 

" For my own part, I bave suffered severely in 
the decease of my two greatest friends, the only 
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beings I ever loved (femalea excepted) ; I am there- 
fore a solitary animal, miserable enough, and so 
perfectly a citizen of the world, that whether I pass 
my days in Great Britain or Kamschatka, is to me a 
matter of perfect indifference. I cannot evince greater 
respect for your alteration than by immediately 
adopting it — this shall be done in the next edition. 
I am sorry your remarks are not more frequent, as I 
am certain they would be equally beneficial. Since 
my last, I have received tno critical opinions from 
Edinburgh, both too flattering for me to detail. One 
is from Lord Woodhouselee.at theheadof the Scotch 
literati, and a most voluminous writer (his last work 
h a life of Lord Kaimes); the other from Mackenzie, 
who sent his decision a second time, more at length. 
I am not personally acquainted with either of these 
gentlemen, nor ever requested tlieir sentiments on 
the subject : their praise is voluntary, and trans- 
mitted through the medium of a friend, at whose 
nouse they read the productions. 

" Contrary to my former intention, I am now 
preparing a volume for the public at large ; my 
amatory pieces will be exchanged, and others sub- 
stituted in their place. The whole will be consider- 
ably enlarged, and appear the latter end of May. 
This is a hazardous experiment ; but want of better 
employment, the encouragement I have met with, 
and my own vanity, induce me to stand the test, 
though not without gundry palpitations. The book 
will circulate fast enough in this country, from mere 
curiosity, what I prin "■ 



The following modest letter accompanied a copy 
which he presented to Mr. Falkuer, his mother's 
landlord ; — 

LmKHll. TO MR. FALKSER. 

" Sir, 

" Tlie volume of little pieces which accompanie 
this, would have been presented before, had I no 
been apprehensive that Miss Falkner's indispositio: 
might render such trifles unwelcome. There ar< 
some errors of the printer which I have not hai 
time to correct in the collection : you have it thus, 
with ' all its imperfections on its head,' a heavy 
weight, when joined with the feuits of its auti 
Such ' Juvenilia,' as they can claim no great deg 
of approbation, I may venture to hope, will also 
escape the severity of uncalled for, though perhaps 
7tot undeserved, criticism. 

" They were written on many and various oi 
sions, and are now published merely for tlie perusal 
of a friendly circle. Believe me, sir, if they afford 
the slightest amusement to yourself and the rest of 
ray somal readers, I shall have gathered all the bays 
I ever wish to adom the head of yours, very truly, 

" P. S. — I hope Miss F, is in a state of recovery." 

Notwithstanding this unambitious declaration of 
the yoimg author, he hail that within which would 
not suffer him to rest so easily ; and the fame he had 
now reaped within a limited circle made him but 
more eager to try his chance on a wider field. The 




hundred copies of which this edition consisted were 
hardiy out of his hands, when with fresh activity he 
went to press Hgain, — and his first published volume, 
" TheHours of Idleness," made its appearaoce. Some 
new pieces which he had written in the interim were 
added, and no less than twenty of those contained 
in the former volume omitted; — for what reason 
does not very clearly appear, as they are, most of 
them, equal, if not superior, to those retained. 

In one of the pieces, reprinted in the " Hours of 
Idleness," there are some alterations and additions, 
which, as far as they may be supposed to spring from 
the known feelings of the poet respecting birth, are 
curious. This poem, which is entitled " Epitaph on a 
Friend," appears, from the lines I am about to give, 
10 have been, in its original state, iqtended to com- 
memorate the death of the same lowly bom youth, to 
whom some affectionate verses, cited in a preceding 
page, were addressed : — 

" Though low thf lot, dncc in a coLUge boni, 
Ho titles did thy bumble name adorn ; 
To me, far dearer was thy artless love 
Than all the jofs neslth, fame, and friends could prove." 

But, in the altered form of the epitaph, not only 
this passage, but every other containing an allusion 
to the low rank of his young companion, is omitted ; 
while, in the added parts, the introduction of such 



1 



" Whal, though (!.y h™ lament his faiUug line," 

seems calculated to give an idea of the youth's 
station in life, wholly different from tliat which the 
whole tenour of the original epitaph warrants. The 
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other poem, too, which 1 have mentioned, addressed 
evidently to the same boy, and speaking in similar 
temis,ofthe"lowne8s"ofhis"lot," is, in the "Hours 
of Idleness," altogether omitted. That he grew more 
conscious of his high station, as he approached to 
manhood, is not improbable ; and this wish to sink 
his early friendship with the young cottager may 
have been a result of that tilling. 

As his visits to Southwell were, after this period, 
but few and transient, 1 shall take the present oppor- 
tunity of mentioning such miscellaneous particulars 
respecting his habits and mode of life, whQe there, 
as I have been able to collect. 

Though so remarkably shy, when he first went to 
Southwell, this reserve, as he grew more acquainted 
with the yoimg people of the place, wore off; till, 
at length, he became a frequenterof their assemblies 
and dinner-parties, and even felt mortified if he heard 
of a rout to which he was not invited. His horror, 
however, at new ftces still continued; and if, while 
at Mrs. Pigot's, he saw strangers approaching the 
house, he would instantly jump out of the window to 
avoid them. This natural shyness concurred with no 
small degree of pride to keep him aloof ft-om the 
acquaintance of the gentlemen in the neighbour- 
hood, whose visits, in more than one instance, he 
left unretumed; — some under the plea that their 
ladies had not visited his mother ; others, because 
they had neglected to pay him this compliment 
sooner. The true reason, however, of tlie haughty 
distance, at which, both now and afterwards, he stood 
apart &oni his more opulent neighbours, is to be 
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found in his mortifyiog consciousness of the inade- 
quacy of his own means to his rank, and the proud 
dread of being made to feel ihis inferiority by per- 
sons to whom, in every other respect, he knew him- 
self euperior. His friend, Mr. Bccher, frequently 
expoBtulatcd with him on this unsociableness ; and 
to his remonstrances, on one occasion, Lord Byron 
returned a poetical answer, eo remarkably prefigur- 
ing the splendid burst, with which his own volcanic 
genius opened upon the world, that as the volnme 
containing the verses is in very few hands, I cannot 
resist the temptation of giving a few extracts here: — 

" Debf Becher, you tell mc to miK with mankind, — 

But reurement accords with Ihe tone of my mind. 
And I will not descend to b world I dcapise. 

" Did the Senate or Camp my eiertions require, 
Amliitioii might prompt me at once to go forth ; 
And, nhcn in&ncy's years of probstion cip[r^ 
Perchance, 1 may strive to distinguLsh my birlii. 

" Thejirf, in Ihe casern ofjEMa amcealed, 
St3i wanlles uniecn. in tij secrel recess ; — 
Al len^h, in a volame lerriflc rcBcaled, 

No toTTtia can quench it, no bomidi con repTeas. 

" Oh thus, Ihe desire in my basotn/orjame 

Bids ine lice bvi to hope fir Paitetiii/'i praise i 

Could I soar, vrith Ihe Fhienis, on piniorts iffiame. 

With him I vtoiJd viiih to expire in the Hate. 

" For the life of a Foi, of a Chatham the death. 

What censure, what danger, what woe would I brave? 
Their lives did not end when ihey yielded their brcalh, — 
Their glory illnmines the gioom of the grave ! " 
K 2 
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la his hours of rising and retiring to rest he was, 
like hii mother, always very late : and this habit he 
never altered during the remainder of his life. The 
night, too, was at this period, as it continued after- 
wards, his favourite time for composition ; and his 
tirst visit in the morning was generally paid to the 
tiiir friend who acted as his amanuensis, and to 
whom lie then gave whatever new products of his 
hrain the preceding night might have inspired. His 
next visit was usually to hie friend Mr. Becher's, and 
trom thence to one or two other houses on tiie 
(treen, ailei which ilie rest of the day was devoted 
to his fiivotirite exercises. The evenings he usually 
passed with the same family, among whom he began 
his morning, either in conversation, or in hearing 
Miss Pigot play upon the piano-forte, and singing 
over with her a certain set of songs which he ad- 
mired", — among which the " Maid of Lodi," (with 
tlie words, " My heart with love is beating,") and 
•■ When Time who steals our years away," were, 
it seems, his particular favourites. He appears, in- 
deed, to have, even thus early, shown a decided 
taste for that sort of regular routine t)." life, — bring- 
ing round the same occupations at the stated 
periods, — whicli formed so much the system of 



• Though mlways fond of music, he had verj little skill in 
(lie pcrfonnsnce of iu " It is very odd," be said, ooe day, to 
this lady, — « I sing mudl better to your playing tlian lo any 
one eUe'B." — " That is," she answered, " because I play to 
your singing." — In which few words, by the way, the nhoie 
secist of > ^ulAil w 
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his existence during the greater part of his resi- 
dence abroad. 

Those exerciseS) to which he flew- {ot distraction 
in less happy days, formed his enjoyment now; anil 
between swimming, sparring, firing at a mark, and 
riding*, the greater part of his time was passed. In 
the last of these accomplishments he was by no 
means very expert. As an instance of his little 
knowledge of horses, it is told, that, seeing a pair 
one day pass his window, he exclaimed, " What 
beautifiil horses 1 I should like to buy them. " — 
"Why, they are your own, my Lord," said his ser- 
vant. Those who knew him, indeed, at that period, 
were rather surprised, in ailer-life, to hear so much 
of his riding; — and the truth is, I am inclined 
to think,that he was at no time a very adroit horse- 
In swimming and diving we have already seen, by 
his own accounts, he excelled ; and a lady in South- 
well, among other precious relics of him, possesses a 
thimble which he borrowed of her one morning, 
when on his way to bathe in the Greet, and which, 
as was testified by her brother, who accompanied 
him, he bMbght up three times successively from 
the bottom of the river. His practice of firing at a 
mark was the occasion, once, of some alarm to u 



* Cr]c1c(^tuig, loo, was DOHof hifl mmt faTOurite sparts; 
E wBS wonderful, considering his luneress, with what s[ 

le could run. " Lord Byron (pBys Miss , in n liii 

a her brollier, from Southwell) is just gone past the wini 
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very beautiful young person, Miss H., — one of thai 
numerous list of fair ones by whom his imagination 
was dazzled while at Soutliwel). A poem relating 
to this occurrence, which may be found in his un- 
published volume, is thus introduced: — "As the 
author was discharging his pistols in a garden, 
ladies, passing near the spot, were alarmed by the 
sound of a bullet hissing near them, to one of whom 
the following stanzas were addressed the next m 
ing." 

Such a passion, indeed, had he for arms of every 
description, tliat there generally lay a small sword 
by the side of his bed, with which he used to ar 
himself, as he lay awake in the morning, by thrust- 
ing it through his bed-hangings. The person who 
purchased this bed at the sale of Mrs. Byron's fur- 
niture, on her removal to New stead, gave out — with 
the view of attaching a stronger interest to the holes 
in the curtains — that they were pierced by tlic s 
sword with which the old lord had killed Mr. Cha- 
worth, and which his descendant always kept 
memorial by his bedside. Such is the ready process 
by which fiction is often engrafted upon fact;- 
the sword in question being a most innocent and 
bloodless weapon, which Lord Byron, during his 
visits at Southwell, used to borrow of one of his 
neighbours. 

His fondness for dogs — another fancy which ac- 
companied him through life — may be judged from 
the anecdotes already given, in the account of his 
expedition to Harrowgate. Of his favourite dog 
Boatswain, whom he has immortalised in verse, and 
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by whose side it was once his solemn purpose to be 
buried, gome traits are told, indicative, not only ot 
inteUigence,butofagenerosityof spirit, which might 
well win for him the affections of such a master 
as Byron. One of these I shall endeavour to relate 
as nearly as possible as it was told to me. Mrs. 
Byron had a fos-terrier, called Gilpin, with whom 
her son's dog, Boatswain, was perpetually at war*, 
taking every opportunity of attacking and worrying 
him so violently, that it was very much apprehended 
he would kill the animal. Mrs. GyroD therefore 
sent off her terrier to a tenant at Newstead; and on 
the departure of Lord Byron fur Cambridge, his 
" friend " Boatswain, with two other dogs, was in- 
trusted to the care of a servant till his return. One 
morning the servant was much alarmed by the dis- 
appearance of Boatswain, and throughout the whole 
of the day he could hear no tidings of him. At last, 
towards evening, the stray dog arrived, accompanied 
by Gilpin, whom he led immediately to the kitchen 
fire, licking him and lavishing upon him every possi- 
ble demonstration of joy. The fact was, he had 
been all the way to Newstead to fetch him ; and 
having now established his former foe under the 
roof once more, agreed so perfectly well with him 
ever after, that he even protected him against the 

• In one of Miss 's letters, Ihe foUQwing notice of 

theae canioe feuds uccurs : — " Boatswain tiaa hnd anotber 
baltle with Uppoo at the House of Correction, and came off 
conquerar. Lord B. brought Bn'sen to our window this 

amung furj with biia." 

K 4. 
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insults of other dogs (a task which the quarrelsome- ■ 
ness of the Jitcle terrier rendered no sinecure), and, 
if he but heard Gilpin's voice in distress, would fly 
instantly to his rescue. 

In additioQ to the natural tendency to superstition, 
which is usually found cunnected with the poetical 
temperament, Lord B3Ton had also the example and 
influence of his mother, acting upon him from in- 
fancy, to give his mind this tinge. Her implicit be- 
lief in the wonders of second sight, and the strange 
tales she told of this mysterious faculty, used 
to astonish not a little her sober English iriends ; 
and it will be seen, that, at so late a period as the 
death of his friend Shelley, the idea of fetches 
^d forewarnings impressed upon him by his mother 
had not wholly lost possession of the poet's mind. 
Ab an instance of a more playful sort of superstition 
I may be allowed to mention a slight circumstance 
told me of him by one of his Southwell friends. 
This lady had a large agate head with a wire 
through it, which had been taken out of a barrow, 
and lay always in her work-box. I^ord Byron asking 
one day what it was, she told him that it had been 
given her as an amulet, and the charm was, that as 
long as she had tliis bead in her possession, she should 
never be in love. " Then give it to me," he cried, 
eagerly, " for that 's just the thing I want." The 
young lady refused ; — but it was not long before 
the bead disappeared. She taxed him with the , 
thcf\, and he owned it; but said, she never should 
see her amulet again. 

Of his charityand kind-heartedness he left behind 
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him at Southwell — as, inileed, at every place, 
throughout life, where he resided ariy time — the 
most cordial recollections. " He never," says u 
person, who knew him intimately at this period, 
" met with objects of distress without affording them 
succour.'* Among many little traits of this nature, 
which his friends delight to tell, I select the followi- 
ing, — less as a proof of his generosity, than from 
the interest which the simple incident itself, as con- 
nected with the name of Byron, presents. While 
yet a schooUhoy, he happened to be in a bookseller's 
shop at Southwell, when a poor woman came in to 
purchase a Bible. Tlie price, she was told by the 
shopman, was eight shillings. " Ah, dear sir," she 
exclaimed, " I cannot pay such a price ; I did not 
think it would cost half the money." Tlie woman 
was then, with a look of disappointment, going 
away, — when young Byron called her back, and 
made her a present of the Bible. 

In his attention to his person and dress, to tile 
becoming arrangement of his hair, and to whatever 
might best show off the beauty with which nature 
had gifted him, he manifested, even thus early, his 
anxiety to make himself pleasing to tliat sex who 
were, from first to last, the ruling stats of his destiny. 
Tile fear of becoming, what he was naturally inclined 
to be, enormously fat. had induced him, from his 
first entrance at Cambridge, to adopt, for the purpose 
of reducing himself, a system of violent exercise and 
abstinence, together with the frequent use of warm 
baths. But the embittering circumstance of iiis life, 
— that, which haunted him like a curse, amidst the 



buoyancy of youth, and the anticipations of fame and 
pleasure, was, ntwmgo t o -eay, the trifling deformity . 
of liis foot. By that one slight blemish (as in hb ■ 
moments of melancholy he persuaded himself^ all 
the blessings that nature had showered upon him 
were counterbalanced. His reverend friend, Mr. 
Becher, finding him one day unusually dejected, 
endeavoured to cheer and rouse him, by representing, 
in their brightest colours, all the various advantages | 
with which Providence had endowed him, — and, 
among the greatest, that of " a mind which placed , 
him above the rest of mankind." — " Ah, my dear 
friend," said Byron, mournfully, — " if this (laying 
his hand on his forehead} places me above the rest 
ot mankind, that (pointing to his foot) places me far, 
far helow them." 

It sometimes, indeed, seemed as if his sensitiveness 
on tliis point led him to fancy that he was the only 
person in the world afflicted with such an infirmity. 
When that accomplished scholar and traveller, Mr.D. 
Baillie, who was at the same school with him at 
Aberdeen, met him afterwards at Cambridge, the 
young peer had then grown so fat that, though 
accosted by him familiarly as his school-fellow, it was 
not till he mentioned his name that Mr. Baillie could 
It is odd enough, too, that you 
" said Byron — " I thought nature 
k upon me, that I could never be 



recognise him. 
shouldn't know 
had set such a 

But, while this defect was such a 
tificatioa to his spirit, it was also, i 
degree, perhaps, a stimuli 
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ill wliatGver depended upon personal proiveES or 
iittractiveness, he seemed to fee! himself piqued by 
this stigma, which nature, as he thought, had set 
upon him, to distinguish himself above those whom 
she had endowed with her more " fair proportion." 
In pursuits of gallantry he. was, I have no doubt, a 
good deal actuated by this inceotive ; and the hope 
of astonishing the world, at some future period, as a 
chietlain and hero, mingled little less with his young 
dreams than the prospect of a poet's glory. " I will, 
some day or other, " he used to say, when a boy, 
"raise a troop, — the men of which shall be dressed 
in black, and ride on black horses. They shall be 
called ' Byron's Blacks,' and you will hear of their 
performing prodigies of valour." 

I have already adverted to the exceeding eager- 
ness with which, while at Harrow, he devoured all 
sorts of learning, — excepting only that which, by 
the regimen of the school, was prescribed for him. 
The same rapid and multifarious course of study he 
I)ursued during the holidays; and, in order to deduct 
as little as possible from his hours of exercise, he had 
given himself the habit, while at home, of reading 
all dinner-time. * In a mind so versatile as his, 
every novelty, whether serious or light, whether 
lo^y or ludicrous, found a welcome and an echo ; 
and I can easily conceive the glee — as a friend of 
his once described it to me — with which he brought 
to her, one evening, a copy of iMother Goose's Tales, 

• " It wBs the custo 
bia Life of thu poet, " 
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which he had bought from a hawker that 
and read, for tlie lirst time, while he dioed. 

I shall now give, from a memorandum-book begun 
by him this year, the account, a§ I find it hastily and 
promiscuously scribbled out, of all the books in 
various departments of knowledge, which tie had 
already perused at a period of life when few of his 
Bchool-fellows had yet travelled beyond their long» 
and shorts. The list is, unquestionably, a remarkable 
one; — and when we recollect that the reader of all 
these volumes was, at the same time, the possessor 
of a most retentive memory, it may be doubted 
whether, among what are called the regularly edu- 
cated, the contenders for scholastic Ironours and 
prizes, there could be found'a single one who, at the 
same age, has possessed any thing like the same 
stock of useful knowledge. 



" HUtory of England. — Hume, Hapin, Henry, 
Smolkt, Tindal, Belsham, Bisset, Adolphus, Holin- 
shed, Froissart'a Chronicles (belonging properly to 
France). 

" Scotland. — Buchanan, Hector Boethius, both in 
the Latin. 

" Ireland. — Gordon. 

" fiome. — Hooke, Decline and Fall by Gibbon, 
Ancient History by RoUin (including an account of 
the Carthaginians, Ac), besides Livy, Tacitus, Eu- 
tropius, Cornelius Nepos, JuUus Caesar, Arrian. 
Salluat. 
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:ce, Leland"8 Philip, 
, Xenophon, Thucy- 
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" Greece. — Mitford's C 
Plutarch, Potter's Antiqui 
diiles, Herodotus. 

" France, — Mezeray, Voltaire. 

" Spain. — I cliiefly derived my knowledge of old 
Spanish History irom a book called the Atlas, now 
obsolete. The modem history, from the intrigues 
of Alberoni down to the Prince of Peaee, I learned 
from its connection with European politics. 

" Portugal. — From Vertot ; as also his account 
of the Siege of Rhodes, — though the last is his own 
iovention, the real facts being totally diiferent. — So 
much for his Knights of Malta. 

" TttrheT/.—l have read Knolles, Sir Paul Rycaut, 
and Prince Cantemir, besides a more modern history, 
anonymous. Of the Ottoman History I know every 
event, from Tangralopi, and afterwards Othman I., 
to the peace of Passarowitz, in 1718, — tlie battle of 
Cutzka, in 1739, and the treaty between Russia and 
Turkey in 1790. 

" Russia. — Tooke's Life of Catherbe 11^ Vol- 
taire's Czar Peter. 

" Sweden. — Voltaire's Charles XTI.,alBO Norberg's 
Charles XII, — in my opinion the best of the two. 
— A translation of Schiller's Thirty Years' War, 
which contains the exploits of Gustavus Adolphus, 
besides Hartc's Life of the same Prince. I have 
somewhere, too, read aa account of Gustavus Vasa, 
the deliverer of Sweden, but do not remember the 
author's name. 

" Prussia. — I have seen, at least, twenty Lives of 
Frederick II., the only prince worth recording in 
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Prussian annals. Gillies, his own Works, and Thie- 
bault, — none yerj amusing, Tlielast is paltry, but 
circumstantial. 

".Dmmark — I know little of. Of Norway I under-, 
stand tlic natural history, but not the chronological. 

" Germany. — I have read long histories of the 
house of Suabia, Wenceslaiis, and, at length, Rodolph, 
of Hapsburgh and his thick-lipped Austrian descend- 

" Switzerland. — Ah I William Tell, and the battle 
of Morgarten, where Burgundy was slain. 

" Italy. — Davila, Guicciardini, the Gudphs and 
Ghibellines, the battle of Pavia, Massaniello, the 
revolutions of Naples, &c. &c. 
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and Cambridge. 

Andrews' American 



s Mungo Park, 



" Bindostan. 
" America. — 
War. 

" Africa — merely from travels, j 

" Robertson's Charles V — Cesar, Sallust (Cati- 
line and Jugurtha), Lives of Marlborough and 
Eugene, Tekeli, Bonnai'd, Buonaparte, all the British 
Poets, botli by Johnson and Anderson, Rousseau's 
Confessions, Life of Cromwell, British Plutarch, 
British Nepos, Campbell's Lives of tlie Admirals, 
Charles XII^ Czar Peter, Catherine II., Henry Lord 
Kaimes,Marmontel,Teignniouth'3 Sir William Jones, 
Life of Kewton, Belisaire, with thousands not to be 
detailed. 

" Blackstone, Montesqui 
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"PHILOSOPHY, 

" Paley, Locke, BacoD, Hume, Berkeley, Drum- 
mand, fieattie, and Bolingbroke. Hobbes 1 detest. 

" GEOGRAPHY. 

" Strabo,Cellarius, Adams, Pinkerton, andGuthrie. 

" POETRY. 

" All the British Classics as before detailed, ,witli 
most of the living poets, Scott, Southey, &c. — Some 
French, in the original, of which the Cid is my fa- 
vourite — Little Italian, — Greek and Latin without 
number ; — these last I shall give up in future. — 
I have translated a good deal from both languages 
verse aa well as prose. 

" ELOUUENCE. 

" Demosthenes, Cicero, Quintilian, Sheridan, Aus- 
tin's Chironomia, and Parliamentary Debates from 
the Revolution to the year 1742. 

" DIVINITY. 

" Blair, Porteus, Tillotson, Hooker, — all very tire- 
some. I abhor books of religion, though I reverence 
and love my God, without the blasphemous notions 
of sectaries, or belief in their absurd and damnable 
heresies, mysteries, and Thirty-nine Articles. 



" Spectator, Rambler, World, &c. &c. — Novels 
by the thousand. 

" All the books here enumerated I have taken 
down from memory. I recollect reading them, and 
can quote passages from any mentioned. I have, of 
course, omitted several in my catalogue ; but the 
greater part of the above I perused before the age 
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of fideen. Since I left Harrow, I have become idle 
and conceited, from scribbling rhyme and making 

love to women. IS Nov. 30. 1807. 

" I have also read (to my regret at present) above 
four tbousnnd novels, including the works of Cer- 
vantes, Fielding, Smollet, Riciiardson, Mackenzie, 
Sterne, Jtubelais, and Rcusseau, &c. &c. The book, 
in my opinion, most useful to a man who wishes to 
acquire the reputation of being well read, with the 
least trouble, is " Burton's Anatomy of Melancholy," 
the mostamusing and instructive medley of quotations 
and classical anecdotes I ever perused. But a su- 
perficial reader must take care, or his intricacies 
will bewilder him. If, however, he has patience to 
go tlirough his volumes, he will be more improved 
lor literary conversation than by the perusal of any 
twenty other works with which 1 am acquainted, — 
«t least, in the English language." 

'I'o this early and extensive study of English wri- 
ters mny he attributed that mastery over the re- 
«ourccB of his own language with which Lord Byrwi 
come tUrniabed into the field of literature, and which 
enabled him, as fast as his youtlifiil fancies sprung 
up, to clothe them with a diction worthy of their 
fltrength and beauty. In general, the diificulty of 
young writers, at their commencement, lies far less 
in ony lack of thoughts or images, than in that want 
of a fitting organ to give those conceptions vent, to 
which their unacquaintance with the great instru- 
numt of the man of genius, his native language, 
cIodjur thetn. It will be found, indeed, that the three 
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most remarkable examples of early authorship, which, 
their respective lines, the history of literature 
affords — Pope, Congreve, and Chatterton — were 
all of them persons self-educated*, according to their 
" .tellectual wants and tastes, and left, undis- 
tracted by the worse than useless pedantries of the 
schools, to seek, in the pure " well of English unde- 
filed," those treasures of which they accordingly so 
very early and intimately possessed tliemselves. f 
To these three instances may now be added, virtually, 
that of Lord Byron, who, though a disciple of the 
schools, was, intellectually speaking, in them, not of 
them, and who, while his comrades were prying 
curiously into the graves of dead languages, betook 
himself to the fresh, living sources of his own J, and 

• " I took. W reading by myself," says Pope, " for which 1 
had ■ very great eagerness and enthimasm ;....! 
followed every where, as my fancy led me, and was like a boy 
gathering flowers in Ihe llelds and woods, just aa they fell in 
his way. These five or sii years I still look upon as the 
happiest part of my hfe/* It appears, too, that he was him- 
self aware of the advantages which this free course of study 
brought with it ; — " Mr. Pope," says Spence, " thought him- 
self the better, in some respects, for not having had a regular 
education. Ue (as he observed in particular] read originaJly 
for the sense, whereas we are taught, for so many years, to 
read only for word^." 

t Before Challerton was twelve years old, he wrote a cata- 
logue, in the same rnanner as Lord Byron, of the books he had 
already read, tu the number of seventy. Of these the chief 
subjects were history and divinity. 

) The perfect purity with »hich the Greeks wrote their 
own language, was, with justice, perhaps, attributed by tham- 
selves to their entire ^tanence from the study of any other. 



from thence drew those rich, varied stores of diction, 
which have placed his works, from the age of two- 
and-twenty upwards, among the most precious de- 
positories of tile strength and sweetness of the 
Englisli language that our whole literature supplies. 

In the same book that contains the above re- 
cord of his studies, he has written out, also from 
memory, a " List of the different poets, dramatic 
or Qttierwise, who have distinguished their respective 
languages by their productions." After enumerating 
the various poets, both ancient and modern, of 
Europe, he thus proceeds with his catalogue 
through other quarters of the world: — 

" Artdiia. — Mahomet, whose Koran contains 
most sublime poetical passages, far surpassing 
European poetry. 

" Persia. — Ferdousi, author of the Shah Nameh, 
the Persian Iliad — Sadi, and Hafiz, the immortal 
Hafiz, the oriental Anacreon. The last is rever- 
enced beyond any bard of ancient or modern times 
by the Persians, who resort to his tomb near Shiraz, 
to celebrate his memory. A splendid copy of his 
works is chained to liis monument. 

" America. — An epic poet has already appeared 
in that hemisphere. Barlow, author of the Columbiad, 
— not to be compared with the works of more 
polished nations. 

" Iceland, Denmark, Norvxty, were famous foe 
their Skalds. Among these Lodburgh was one.aC 

" If they beciimi; learned," aays Ferguson, " it was onljr bj; 
htudying what thej themselves had produced." 
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the most distinguislied. His Death Song breathes 
ferocious sentiments, but a glorious and impasstoaed 
strain of poetry. 

" Hindoslan is undistinguished by any great bard, 
— at least the Sanscrit is so imperfectly known to 
Europeans, we know not what poetical relics may 

" The Birman Empire. — Here the natives are 
passionately fond of poetry, but their bards are un- 
known. 

" China 1 never heard of any Chinese poet 

but the Emperor Kien Long, and his ode to Tea. 
What a pity their philosopher Confucius did not 
write poetry, with his precepts of morality I 

" Africa. — In Africa some of the native melodies 
are plaintive, atid the words sunple and affecting ; 
but whether their rude strains of nature can be 
classed with poetry, as the songs of the bards, the 
Skalds of Europe, Sr.c. &c,, I know not, 

" This brief list of poets I have written down 
from memory, witliout any book of reference ; con- 
sequently some errors may occur, but I think, if 
any, very trivial. The works of the European, and 
some of the Asiatic, 1 have perused, either in the 
original or translations. In my list of English, I 
have merelymentioned the greatest ; — to enumerate 
the minor poets would be useless, as well as tedious. 
Perhaps Gray, Goldsmith, and Collins, might have 
been' added, as worthy of mention, in a cosmopoHu 
account. But as for the otliers, from Chaucer down 
to Churchill, they are ' voces et prieterea nihil ; ' — 
)ken of, rarely read, and never with 
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advantage. Cliaucer, ootwithstaniling the praiees 
bestowed on him, I think obscene and contemptible : 
— he owes his celebrity merely to his antiquity, 
wliicli he does not deserve so well as Pierce PIot 
man, or Tbomas of Ercildoune. English living 
poets 1 have avoided mentioning; — we have noi 
who will not survive their productions. Taste 
over with us ; and another century will sweep o 
empire, our literature, and our name, from all but a 
place in the annals of mankind. 

" November 30. 1807- Byron." 

Among the papers of his in my possession ai 
several detached poems (in all nearly six hundred 
lines), which he wrote about this period, but never 
printed — having produced most of them after the 
publication of his " Hours of Idleness." The greater 
number of these have little, besides his name, to re- 
commend them ; but there are a few that, from the 
feelings and circumstances that gave rise to them, 
will, I have no doubt, he interesting to the reader. 

When he first went to Newstead, on his arrival 
from Aberdeen, he planted, it seems, a young oak in 
some part of the grounds, and had an idea that as it 
flourished so should he. Some six or seven years 
after, on revisiting the spot, he found his oak choked 
up by weeds, and almost destroyed. In this circum- 
stance, which happened soon after Lord Grey de 
Ruthen left Newstead, originated one of these poems, 
which consists of five stanzas, but of which the few 
opening lines will be a sufiicient specimen : — 



1807. tlfE OF LORD BYRON. 

" Ttning Oak, when I plsnled thee deep in tli 

I hoped that thy days would be longer the 

That thjr dark-waving branches would flouris 

And ivy thy trunk with its mantle entwint 

" Such, such was rny hope, when, in infancy's 
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They ate pasi, and I nater thy stem witJi my 
Thy decay, not the weeds that surround tb 

"Heft thee, my Oak, and, since that Tatal hour, 

A stranger has dwelt in the hall of my sire," &c. &c. 

The subject of the verses that follow is sufficiently 
explained by the notice which he has prefixed to 
them ; and, as illustrative of the romantic and almost 
lovelike feeling which he threw into his school 
friendships, they appeared to me, though rather 
quaint and elaborate, to be worth preserving. 

" Some years ago, when at H , a friend of 

the author engraved on a particular spot the names 
of both, with a few additional words as a memorial. 
Afterwards, on receiving some real or imagined in- 
jury, the author destroyed the i'rail record before 

he left H . On revisiting the place in 1807, 

he wrote under it the following stanzas : — 

" Here once engaged the stranger's view 

Young Friendship's record simply traced ; 
Few were her words, — hut yet though few. 
Resentment's band the line defaced. 

" Deeply she cut — but, not erased, 
The cbaraclen were still so plain. 
That Friendship once returned, and gazed,— 
Till Memory hail'd the words again. 



" Repcntnnce placed iheni bs before ; 
Foi^vencsK join'd her gtnUe name ; 
So &ir the inscription »^cm'd once more 
Tlral Friendahip thought it adli die same. 
" TTius might the record now have been ; 
But, ah, in spite of Hope's endeaTour, 
Or Friendship's tears. Pride rxish'd between, 
And blotted out the line for ever ! " 

The same romanlic feeling of friendship breathes 
throughout anoclier of these poeias, in which he has i 
taken for tbe subject the ingenious thought "L'Amiti6 I 
est I'Amour sans ailes," and concludes eveiy stanza I 
with tlie words, " Friendship is Love without his ' 
wings." Of the nine stanzas of which this poem. 
consists, the three following appear the most wortlij 
of selection : — 

■■ Whj shoLtld my aniious breast repine, 
IV fDulh it fled ? 
De.ji of delight may still be mine, 

is not dead, 
lu tracing back the years of youth, 
One firm record, one lasting truth 

Celestial coosolation brings ; 
Betur it, ye breeies, to the seat, 
Where Brat my heart responsive beat, — 

' Friendship is Love without bis wings ! ' 
" Seat of my youth ! thy distant spire 

Recalls each scene of joy ; 
My bosom glows with former fire, — 

In mind again a boy. 
Thy grove of elms, tlij verdant hill, 
Tby every path delights me still, 

Each flower a double fragrance flings; 
Again, as once, in converse gay. 
Each dear associate seems to lay. 

' Friendship is Love wilboul his wing» ! ' 
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" My Lycus ! wherefore dosl thou weep? 

Thy falling t«an; reatnun; 
Affectioo for a time may sleep, 

But, oh, 'twill woke agdn. 
Think, think, my friend, when neit we meet, 
Our long-wish'd intercourse, how eweet! 

From this my hope of rapture Epiings, 
Wliile youthful hearts thus fondly swell. 
Absence, my friend, csn only tell, 

• Friendship is Love without his wings ! ' " 

Whether the verses I am now about to give are, 
in any degree, founded on fact, I have no accurate 
means of determining. Fond as he was of recording 
every particular of his youth, such an event, or rather 
era, as is here commemorated, would have been, of 
all others, tlie least likely to pass unmentioned by 
liim ; — and yet neither in conversation nor in any 
of his writings do 1 remember even an allusion to 
it.* On the other hand, so entirely was all that he 

• The only circumstance I know, that bears even remotely 
nn the suliject of [his poem, is the following. About a year 
or two before the dale affiled <□ it, he wrote to his mother, 
from Harrow (as I have been told by a person to whom 
Mrs. Byron herwlf communicated the circumstance], to say, 
tliat he had lately had a good deal of uneasiness on account of 

his late friend, Cunon, and who, finding herself, after his 
death, in a state of progress towards maternity, had declared 
Lord Byron was the father of tier child. Thia, he positively 
assured his mother, was not the case ; but, believing, as he did 
firmly, that the child belonged to Cution, it was bis wish that 
■I should be brought up with all possibto care, and he, there- 
fore, entreated that hi« mother would have the kindness to 
take charge of it. Though such a request might well (as my 
informant expresses it] haie discomposed a temper more mild 
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wrote, — making allowance for the embellishments 
of fancy, — the transcript of his aaual life and feel- 
ings, tliat it is not easy to suppose a poem, so full of 
natural tenderness, to have been indebted ibr i 
origin to imagination alone. 



" TO MY SO;J! 


" Those flflien locks, those eyes of blue, 


Bright BS thy mother's in l]iL-ir Ime; 


Those rosy lips, whose dimpl« play 


1 And smile to steid Ibc beoit away. 


1 RecaU a aaae of former joy, 


And touch thy Father's heart, my Boy ! 


" And Ihou canst lisp a father's name — 


Ah, William, were Ihjne own the same. 


- No self-reproach _ but, let me cease — 


My care fur tlii» ahall purchai>e peace; 


Thy mother's shade slmll smile in joy. 


And pardon nil the past, my Boy 1 


" Her lowly grave the lurf has prest. 


And thou hatt known a stranger's breast. 


Derision sneers upon thy birth, 


And yields thee scarce a name on eaitb ; 


Yet shall not these one hope destroy, — 


A Father's heart is thine, my Boy ! 


than Mrs. Byron's, she notwithstanding answered her son in 


the kindest terms, saying that she would willingly receive the 



manner he desired. Happily, however, the infant died almost 
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" Wby, Itl the world unfeeling frown, 
Must I fond Nature's claim disown ? 
Ah, ao — though mocalists reprove, 
I bail Ihce, dearest child of love, 
Fair dierub, pledge of j-ouih and joy — 
A Father guards thy birth, my Boy ! 

« Oh, 'twill be sweet in thee to trace. 
Ere age has wrinkled o'er my face. 
Ere half my glass of life is run. 
At once a brother and a son ; 
And all my wane of years employ 
In justice done to thee, my Boy ! 

'* Although so young thy heedless lure. 
Youth will not damp parental hre ; 
And, wert thou still less dear to me. 
While Helen's form revives in thee. 



Theb 
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fer desert lis pledge, my I 



BTjoy, 



* In this practice of dating his juvenile poeiC9 he followed 
the example of Milton, who (says Johnson), " by affixing the 
dates to his first compositions, a boast of whicb the learned 
Politian had given Mm an eiample, seems to commend the 

The following trifle, written also by him in ISOT, has never, 
as far as I know, appeared in print ; — 
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e, of the parish of Southwell, 
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But the most remarkable of these poeir 
of a date prior to any I have given, being w 
December, 1806, when he was not yet nineteen years 
old. It contains, as will be seen, his religious creed 
at that period, and shows how early the struggle 
between natural piety >ind doubt began in his mind. 

" THE PRAYER OF NATURE. 
« Father of Light I great God of Heaven ! 

Hear'st thou the accents of despair? 
Can guilt like man's he e'er forgiven ? 

Can vice atone for Crimea by prayer? 
Father of Light, on thee 1 call ! 

Thou see'st my soul is dark within ; 
Thou who canst mark the sparrow's fall, 

Avert from me the death of sin. 
Ma shrine I seek, to sects unknown, 

Oh point to me the path of truth ! 
Thy dread omnipotence I own, 

Spare, yet amend, the faults of youth. 
Let bigots rear a gloomy fane, 

Let supersti^on hail the pile. 
Let priests, to spread their sable reign. 

With tales of mystic rites beguile. 
Shall man confine his Maker's sway 

To Gothic domes of mouldering stone? 
Thy temple is the face of day ; 

Earth, ocean, heavi^n, thy boundless throne. 
Shall man condemn his race to hell 

Unless they bend in pompous form ; 
Tell U5 that all, for one who feU, 
n the mingling st 



Must perish 
Shall each prei 

Yet doom his brother to 
Whose soul a different ho] 



[o reach the skiet. 
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Shall these, by creeds they can't expound, 

Prepare a fancied bliss or woe ? 
Shall reptiles, grovelling on the grouniJ, 

Their greal Creator's purpose know ? 
Shall those who live for self alone, 

Whose years float on in daily crime — 
Sball they by Faith for guilt atone. 

And live beyond tlie bounds of Time? 
Father ! no prophet's laws 1 seeli, — 

Thy laws in Nature's works appear ; — 
1 own myself corrupt and weak, 

Yet will I prnj, for thou wilt hear ! 
Thou, who canst guide the wandering star 

Through trackless realms of .Other's space ( 
Who calm'st the elemental war, 

Whose hand from pole to pole I trace : 
Thou, who in wisdom placed me here. 

Who, when thou wilt, can take me hence, 
Ah ! whilst I tread this earthly sphere. 

Extend to me thy wide defence. 
To Thee, my God, lo Thee I call ! 

Whatever wea! or woe betide. 
By thy command I rise or fall. 

In thy prutection I confide. 
If, when this dust lo dust restored. 

My soul shall float on ^ry wing. 
How shall thy glorious name adored. 

Inspire ber feeble voice to sing \ 
But, if this fleeting spirit share 

With clay the grave's eternal bed, 
While life yet throbs, I raise my prayer, 

Though doom'd no more to quit the dead. 
To Thee I breathe my humble strain, 

Grateful for all thy mercies past. 
And hope, my God, lo thee again 

This erring life may fly at last. 
» a9th Dec. 1806. Bva 
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In another of these poems, which extends to 

about a hundred lines, and which he wrote under 
the melancholy impression that he should soon die, 
we find him concluding with a prayer in somewhat the 
same spirit. After bidding adieu to all the favourite 
scenes of his youth *, he thus continues, — 

" Forget this world, my restless sprite, 
Tum, turn Ihy thoughts to Heav'o: 
aon direct tliy flight. 



Ifer 



efor^ 



To bigots otid to sects unkuowu, 

Bow down beuealh the Atmfglilj's throne ; — 

To him address thy trembling prayer ; 
He, wbo is merciful and just. 
Will not reject a child of dust. 

Although his meane&t care. 
Father of Light, to thee I call, 

Mi( soul is dark within ; 
Thou, who canst mark the sparrov fall, 

Avert the death of sin. 
Thou, who canst guide the wandenng star. 
Who calm'st the elemental war. 

Whose mantle Is yon boundless sty. 
My thoLights, my words, my crimes fbrgive ; 



And, s 

Instruct m 



how 



>die. 
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' Annesley Is, of course, n 



unong (he n 



" And shall I here forget the scece, 

Still nearest to my breast? 
Rocks rise atid rivers roll between 

The rurai spot which passion biest ; 
Yet, Mary, all thy beauties seem 
Fresh as ia Love's bewilching dream," Sec. &c 



• LORD HYRON. 



rlBOT. 
We have seen, by a former letter, that the law 
proceedings for the recovery of hia Roehdale pro- 
perty had been attended witti success in Bome trial 
of the case at Lancaster. The following note to 
one of his Southwell friends, announcing a second 
triumph of the cause, shows how sanguinely and, 
as it turned out, erroneously, he calculated on the 
results. 



' Dea 



" I have the pleasure to inform you we have 
gained the Rochdale cause a second time, by which 
I am ig60,000 plus. Yours ever, 

" BVRON." 



In the month of April we find him still at South- 
well, and addressing to his friend, Dr. Pigot, who was 
at Edinburgh, the following note : * — 



tetters ti 



im n passage in one of Miss - 
a her brother, that Lord Byron sent, Ih 
gentleman, a copy of bis poems to Mr. Mackenzie, 
of the Man of Feeling : ^^ ** I am glad you men 
Mackenzie's having got a copy of Lord B.'s poen 
what he thought of them — Lord B. was so much ploa 
In another letter, the fair writer says, — " Lord 
deared me to tell you that the reason you did not Iiei 
nim waa because his publication was not so forward as 
flattered himself it would have been. 1 told him, ' be 
more to be depended on than a woman,' which ii 
Drought the softness of that sei into 
blushed exceedingly." 



igh this 
ned Mr. 



" Southwcil, April, 1B07, 

" Mj dear Pigot, 

" Allow me to congratulate you on the su 
of your first examination — ' Courage, mon 
The titleof Doctor will do wonders with tlie damsels. 
J shall most probably be in Essex or London when . 
you arrive at this d— — d place, where 1 am detained 1 
by the publication of my rhymes. 

" Adieu. — Believe me yours very truly, 

" Byron, 

" P. S. Since we met, I have reduced myself by 
violent exercise, mmh physic, and hot bathing, irom 
U stone 61b. to 12 stone 7 lb. In all I have lost 
27 pounds. Bravo I — what say you ? " 

His movemeots and occupations for the remainder 
of this year will be best collected from a series of 
his own letters, which I am enabled, by the kindness 
of the lady to whom they were addressed, to give. 
Though these letters are boyishly * written, and a 
good deal of their pleasantry is of that conventional 
kind which depends more upon phrase than thought, 
they will yet, I think, be found curious and interest- 
ing, not only as enabling us to track him through 
this period of his life, but as throwing light upon 
various little traits of character, and laying open to 

* He WHS, indeed, a thorougli boy, st (his period, in 



little Henry, and declares he will ride 
but I think he will change hia mind." 
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US the first working of his hopes and fears while 
waiting, in suspense, the opinions that were to de- 
cide, as he thought, his future fame. The first of 
, which is without date, appears to have 
been written before he had left Southwell, The 
other letters, it will be seen, are dated ironi Cam- 
bridge and from London. 



I 



TO MISf 



I 



" Dear Queen Bess, 

" Savage ought to be immortal: — though not 
a thorough-bred bull-dog, he is the finest puppy I 
ever saw, and will answer much better ; in his great 
and manifold kindness he has already bitten my 
fingers, and disturbed the gravity of old Boatswain, 
who is ffrievousli/ discomposed. I wish to be informed 
what he costs, his expenses, &c. Sec, that I may 

indemnity Mr.G . My thanks are all I can 

give for the trouble he has taken, make a long speech, 
and conclude it with 12 3 4 5 6 7.* I am out of 
practice, so depu&ze you as legate, — ambassador 
would not do in a matter concerning the Pope, which 
I presume this must, as the mhole turns upon a BuU. 

" Byron. 



I 



e alludes la sn odd Taney or trick of hU own ; — 
! WM St a loss for someUung lo say, he used always 
'er " 1 2 3 4 5 fi 7," 
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" Cambridge, June 
"'Better late than never, Pal,'" is a saying of 
which you know the origin, and as it is applicable on 
the present occasion, you will excuse its conspicuous 
place in the front of my epistle. I am almost super- 
annuated here. My old friends (with the exception 
of a very few) all departed, and I am preparing to 
follow them, but remain till Monday to be present at 
three Oratorios, two Concerts, a Fair, and a Ball. I 
find I am not only thinner but taller by an inch since 
my last visit. I was obliged to tell every body my 
tmme, nobody having the least recollection of my 
visage, or person. Even the hero of my Cornelian 
(who is now sitting tds-d-vis, reading a volume of 
my Poetics) passed me in Trinity walks without 
recognising me in the least, and was thunderstruck 
at the alteration which had taken place in my coun- 
tenance, &C. Sec Some say 1 look better, others 
worse, but all agree I am thinner — more I do not 
require. I have lost two pounds in my weight since I 
\eftyoat cwsedjdeteslable, and abhorred abode of scan- 
dal*, where, excepting yourself and John Becher, 

* Notwilhsbuiding the abuse which, evidendj more in sport 
than !;eriousne5S, he lavishes, in the course of these letters, 
upon Southwell, he was, in after daya, taught to feeT that the 
liours which he had passed in Ihis place were for more happy 
than any ho had known aStetvards, In a letter written not 
long since to his servant, Fletcher, by a lady who had been in. 
timate with him, in his young days, at Southwell, there are the 
following words: — " Your poor, good master always tailed 
Old Piety,' when I preached to him. When he paid 
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I care not if the whole race were consigned to 
the Pit of Acheron, which I would visit in peraoa 
rather than contaminate my sandals with the polluted 
dust of Southwell. Seriously, unless obliged by the 
en^ness of my purse to reviait Mrs. B., you will see 
pie no more, 

" On Monday I depart for London. I quit Cam- 
bridge with little regret, because our set are 
vanished, and my mustad protegi before mentioned 
has lefl the choir, and is stationed in a mercantile 
house of considerable eminence in the metropolis. 
You may have heard me observe he is exactly to an 
hour two years younger than myself. I found him 
grown considerably, and, as you will suppose, very 
glad to see his former Patron' He is nearly my 
height, very thin, very fair complexion, dark eyes, 
and light locks. My opinion of his mind you already 
know; — I hope I shall never have occasion to change 
it. Every body here conceives me to be an invalid. 
The University at present is very gay from the fStes 
of divers kinds. I supped out last night, but eat 
(or ate) nothing, sipped a bottle of claret, went to 
bed at two, and rose at eight. I have commenced 
early rising, and find it agrees with me. The Mas- 
ters and the FeEows all very jiolite, but look a little 
askance — don't much admire lampoons — truth 
always disagreeable. 

me his Uat visit, he said, ' Well, good friend, I shall never be 
so happ; ngain b£ I whs in old SuutliwelL' " His real opinion 
ef the sdyantages of this town, as a place of residence, will be 
■een in a subsequent letter, where be most strenuous!; recom- 
mends il, in that point of view, to Mr. Ditllaa. 
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" Write, and tell mo how t!ie inhabitants of your 1 
Menagerie go on, and if my publication goes o^well ; 1 
do the quadrupeds prowl ? Apropos, my buU-dog is 
deceased — ' Flesli both of cur and man is grass.' 
Address your answer to Cambridge. If I am gone, 
it will be forwarded. Sad news just arrived — Rus- 
sians beat — a bad set, eat nothing but oil, c 
quently must melt before a Aord^re. I get awkward 
in my academic habiliments ibr want of practice. 
Got up in a window to hear the oratorio at St. 
Mary's, popped down in the middle of the Messiah, 
tore a woeful rent \a the back of my best black silk 
gown, and damaged an egregious pair of breeches. 
Mem. — never tumbled from a church window during 
service. Adieu, dear " * • * I do not remember me 
to any body: — lo forget and be forgotten by the 
people of Southwell is all I aspire to." 

LriTEaM. TO MISS . 

" Trill. CoU. Camb. Julys. 1B07. 

" Since my last letter I have determined to reside 
anoffier year at Granta, as my rooms, &c. &c. are 
finished in great style, several old friends come up 
again, and many new acquaintances made ; conse- 
quently my inclination leads me forward, and I shall 
return to college in October if still alive. My life 
here has been one continued routine of dissipation — 
out at different places every day, engaged to more 
dinners, &c. &c. than my stay would permit me to 
fulfil. At this moment I write with a botde of claret 
in my haid and tears in my ei/es; for I have just 
parted with my ' Cornelian,' who spent the evening 



Lira OV LOHD I 



I with me. As it was e 



rlas 



postpor 



to friendship: — 
the present, t 



o devote the hours o 
-Edleston and I have separated for 
a a chaos of hope and 
It for London: you will 
address your answer to ' Gordon's Hotel, Albemarle 
Street,' where I so^wto during my visit to the me- 
tropolis. 

"I rejoice to hear you are interested mray protege; 
he has been my almost constant associate since Oc- 
tober, 1805, when I entered Trinity College. His 
voice first attracted my attention, his countenance 
fixed it, and his manners atCaclied me to him for 
ever. He departs for a mercantile house in town in 
October, and we shall probably not meet till the 
expiration of my minority, when I shall leave to his 
decision either entering as a partner through my 
interest, or residing with me altogether. Of course 
he would in his present frame of mind prefer the 
latter, but he may alter his opinion previous to that 
period ; — however, he shall have his choice. I cer- 
tainly love him more than any human being, and 
neither time nor distance have had the least eifect on 
my (in general) changeable disposition. In short, 
we shal] put Lady E. Butler and Miss Pontonby to 
the blush, Pylades and Orestes out of countenance, 
and want nothing but a catastrophe lilte Nisus and 
Euryalus, to give Jonathan and David tlie ' go by." 
He certainly is perhaps more attached to tm than 
even I am in return. During the whole of my resi- 
dence at Cambridge we met every day, summer and 
' g one tiresome moment, and 
M 2 
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hope yoi 

being 



h time with increasing reluctance, 
u -... one day see us ti^ether, he is "' " " 
esteem, though I li/ie many. • 



• It may be as well u> mention here ihe sequel of Ihis el 
thusiastic attachment. In the year 1811 young E 
of a consumption, and the following letter, addressed by Lord 
Byron to the mother of his lair Soulhwelt correspondent, nill 
show with what melancholy faithfulness, among the many bi» 
heart had then to mourn for, he still dwelt on Ihe memory of 
his young college friend ; — 

" Cambridge, Oct. 28. 1811, 
" Dear Madam, 

" I BUI about to write (o you on a silly subject, and yet I 
i-onnol well do .othernise. You may remember a eorntHan, 
which some years ago I consigned to Mia ■ • • •, indeed gate 
10 her, and now I am going to malce the most selfish and nide 
of requests. The person who gave it to me, when I was very 
young, is ilead, and though a long time has elapsed dnce we 
met, a& it was the only memorial T possessed of that person 
(in whom I was very much interested], it has acquired a vattie 
by this event I could have wished it never to have borne in my 
eyes. If, therefore, Miss • • • ■ should hare preserved it, I 
must, mider these circumstances, beg her to eicuse my request- 
ing it to be transmitted to me at No. 8. St. James's Street, 
London, and I will replace it by snmething she may remember 
me by equally well. As slie was always so kind as to feel 
interested in the fate of him that formed the subject of our 
conversation, you may tell her that the giver of that cornelian 
died in May last, of a consumption, at the age of twenty-one, 
making the sixth, witliin four months, of friends and relalifes 
that I have lost between May and Che end of August 
" Believe me, dear Madam, yours very sincerely, 

" P. S. I an to London to 



The . 






.rt was, of course, returned, and Lord 
ne time, reminded that he had left it with 
deposit nol a gift. 
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I " The Marquis of TaviEtock was down the other 
I day ; I supped with him at his tutor's — entirely a 
' Whig party. The opposition muster strong here 
now, and Lord Hartington, the Duke of Leinster, 
&C. &C. are to join us in October, bo every thing will 
be splendid. The music is all over at present. Met 
witli another ' accidency ' — upset a butter-boat in 
the lap of a hdy — look'd very blue — spectators 
grinned — 'curse 'em I ' Apropos, sorry to say, 
been drunk every day, and not quite sober yet — 
however, touch no meat, nothing but fish, soup, and 
v^etables, consequently it does me no harm — sad 
dogs all the Cantabs. Mem. — we mean to reform 
next January. This plaee is a monotony of endless 
variety — like it — hate Southwell. Has Ridge sold 

I well? or do the ancients demur ? What ladies have 
bought ? 
"Saw agu-latSt. Mary's the image of Anne** •, 
thought it was her — all in the wrong — the lady 
stared, so did I — I blushed, so did not the lady, — 
ead thing — wish women had more modesty. Talk- 
ing of women, puts me in mind of my terrier Fanny 
— how is she? Got a headach, must go to bed, 
up early m the morning to travel. My protegi 
breakfasts with me ; parting spoils my appetite — 
exceptuig from Southwell. Mem. I hate Southwell. 
Yours, &c." 

LtniB 15. TO MISS . 

" Gordon's Holel, July 13. 1807. 

" You write most excellent epistles — a fig for 

other correspondents, with their nonsensical apolo- 

M 3 
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gies for ^knowing noitgltt about it,' — you send 
delightful budget. I am here in a perpetual v 
of dissipation (very pleasant for all that), and, 
strange to tell, I get thinner, being now below 
eleven stone considerably. Stay in town a tnotuA, 
perhaps six weeks, trip into Essex, and then, as a 
favour, irradiate Southwell for three days witli the 
light of my countenance ; but nothing shall ever 
make me reside there again. I positively return to 
Cambridge in October ; we are to be uncommonly 
gay, or in truth I should citt the University. An 
extraordinary circumstance occurred to me at Cam- 
bridge ; a girl so very like " • made her appear- 
ance, that nothing but the most minute inspection 
could have undeceived me. I wish I had asked if 
the had ever been at H • • • 

" What the devil would Ridge have ? is not fifty 
in a fortnight, before the advertisements, a suiBcient 
sale? I hear many of the London booksellers have 
them, and Crosby has sent copies to the principal 
watering places. Are they liked or not in South- 
well ? •**••! wish Boatswain had 
swallmoed Damon I How is Bran ? by the immortal 
gods. Bran ought to be a Count oi the Holi/ Ronum 
Empire, 

" The intelligence of London cannot be interest- 
ing to you, who have rusticated all your life — the 
amials of routs, riots, balls and boxing-matches, 
cards and crim. cons., parliamentary discussion, 
political details, masquerades, mechanics, Argyle 
Street Institution and aquatic races, love and lot- 
teries, Brookes's and Buonaparte, opera-singers and 
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oratorios, wine, women, wax-work, and weather- 
cocks, can't accord with your insulated ideas of de- 
corum and other silly expressions not inserted in our 
vocabulary. 

"Oh I Southwell, Southwell, how I rejoice to have 
left thee, and how I curse the heavy hours I drag- 
ged along, for so many months, among the Mohawks 
who iidiabit your kraals ! — However, one thing I 
do not regret, which is having /wrerfo^ a sufficient 
quantity of flesh to enable me to slip into ' an eel 
skin,' and vie witJi the slim beaux of modern times ; 
though I am aorry to say, it seems to be the mode 
amongst yerUlemm to grow fat, and I am told I am 
at least fourteen pound below the fashion. How- 
ever, I decrease instead of enlarging, which is extra' 
ordinary, as violaU exercise in London is impractica* 
ble ; but I attribute the plienomenon to our eeening 
squeezes at public and private parties. I heard 
from Ridge this morning (the 14th, my letter was 
begun yesterday): he says the poems go o 
as can be wished ; the seventy-five sent 
are circulated, and a demand for fifty m 
plied with, the day he dated his epistle, though 
the advertisements are not yet half published. 

" P. S. Lord Carlisle, on receiving my poems, 
sent, before he opened the book, a tolerably hand- 
some letter: — I have not heard Irom hin 
His opinions I neither know nor care about : if he is 
the least insolent, I shall enrol him with Sutler " 

• Iq the Collection of hia Poems printed for private cir- 
culation, he bad ituerted Bome Kvere vemt oi 



and the other worthies. He is in Yorkshire, poor 
man I and very ill 1 He said he had Dot had time 
to read the ctmtents, but thought it necessary to 
acknowledge the receipt of the volume immediately. 
Perhaps the Earl * bears no brother Tiear the throne,' 
— if so, I w31 make his sceptre totter in his hands. — 
Adieu 1 " 

LnrulS. TO MISS . 

" August B. 1807. 

" London begins to disgorge its contents — 
town is empty — consequently I can scribble at 
leisure, as occupations are less numerous. In a 
fortnight I shall depart to fulfil a country engage- 
ment ; but expect two epistles from you previous 
to that period. Ridge does not proceed rapidly in 
Notts — very possible. In town things wear a more 
promising aspect, and a man whose works are 
praised by reviaoers, admired by duchesses, and sold 
by every bookseller of the metropolis, does not dedi- 
cate much consideration to rustic readers. I have 
now a review before me, entitled 'Literary Recre- 
ations,' where my hardship is applauded far beyond 
my deserts. I know nothing of the critic, but think 
him a very discerning gentleman, and myself a devil- 
ish clever fellow. His critique pleases me particu- 
larly, because it is of great length, and a proper 
quantum of censure is administered, just to give an 
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agreeable reliih to the praise. You know I hate in- 
sipid, unqualified, common-place complimenl. If 
jou would wish to see it, order the ISth Number of 
' Literary Recreations ' for the last month. I assure 
you I have Dot the most distant idea of the writer 
of the article — it is printed in a periodical publi- 
cation — and though I have written a paper (a review 
of Wordsworth *), which appears in the same work, 
I am ignorant ot every other person concerned in it 
— even the editor, whose name I have not heard. 
My cousin, Lord Alexander Gordon, who resided in 
the same hotel, told me his mother, her Grace of 
Gordon, requested he would introduce my Poetical 
Lordship to her Highness, as she had bought my 
volume, admired it exceedingly, in common with the 
rest of the fashionable world, and wished to claim 



• This first attempt of Lord Byron al revitwing (for it will 
be 9e«n tbit he, once or twice aJWrniirdB, tried his hand at this 
laut poeticat of employments) in remarksblc only aa shomng 
how plausibly he could assume tlie established tons and 
phraseology of these minor judgment-seats of criticLsm. For 

Lyrical Ballads, a collection nhJcb has not undeservedly met 
with a eonsideratile share of public applause. Hie cbaracter* 
ieticB of Mr. Wordsworth's rouse are simple and flowing, 

times irresistible appeals to the feelings, with unexceptionable 
sentiments. Though the present work may not equal hi* 
former efforts, many of the poems possess a nalJTe elegance,' 
&c. &c. &c. If Mr. Wordsworth ever chanced to cast hia eye 
over this article, how little could be have suspected that under 
that dull pTDSaic mask lurked one who, in live sbort years from 
thence, would rival even lam in poetry. 
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her relationship with the author. I was unluckily- 
engaged on an excursion for some days afterwards, 
and as the Ducliess was on the eve of departing for 
Scotland, I have postponed my introduction till the 
winter, when I shall favour the lady, tchose taste I 
ahall fu)t dispule, with my most sublime and edilying 
conversation. She is now in the Highlands, and 
Alexander took his departure, a few days ago, for 
the same blessed seat of ' dark Tolling winds.' 

" Crosby, my London publisher, has disposed of 
his second importation, and has sent to Ridge for a 
tlard — at least so he says. In every bookseller's 
window I see my ovm name, and say nolhinff, but 
enjoy my fume in secret. My last reviewer kindly 
requests me to alter my detennination of writing no 
more ; and ' A Friend to the Cause of Literature ' 
begs I will gratify the public with some new work 
' at no very distant period.' Who wouid not be a 
bardp — that is to say, if all critics would be so polite. 
However, the others will pay me off, I doubt not, 
for this genth encouragement. If so, have at 'em? 
By the by, I have written at my mtervals of leisure, 
after two in the morning, 380 lines in blank verse, 
of Bosworih Field. 1 have luckily got Hutton's 
account. I shall extend the poem to eight or ten 
books, and shall have finished it in a year. Whether 
it will be published or not must depend on circum- 
stances. So much for egotism ! My laurels have 
turned my brain, but the cooling acids of forth- 
coming criticisms will probably restore me to mo- 
desty. 

" Southwell is a damned place — I have done 
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with it — at least in all probability: excepting 
yourself, I esteem no one within ita precincts. You 
were my ooly rational companion ; and in plain 
truth, 1 had more respect for you than the whole 
bevt/, with whose foibles I amused myself in com- 
pliance with their prevailing propensities. You gave 
yourself more trouble with me and my manuscripts 
than a thousand dolls would have done. Believe 
me, 1 have not forgotten your good nature in this 
circle of si'», and one day I trust I shall be able to 
evince my gratitude. Adieu, yours, &c. 
" P. S. Remember me to Dr. P." 

I.E1TKB 17. TO MISS . 

" London, August I J. IH07- 

" On Sunday next I set off for tlie Highlands.* 
A friend of mine accompanies me in my carriage to 
Edinburgh. There we shall leave it, and proceed 
in a tandem (a species of open carriage) through the 
western passes to Inverary, where we shall purchase 
thellies, to enable us to view places inaccessible to 
fe/iicidar conveyances. On the coast we shall hire 
a vessel, and visit the most remarkable of the He- 
brides ; and, if we have time and favourable weather, 

* This plan (whicb he nerer put in practice) had lieen 
ulked of by him before he left Southwell, and is thus noliced 
in a letter of his fair corresnondenl to her brother ; — " How 
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mean to sail as far as Iceland, only 300 miles from 
the northern extremity of Caledonia, to peep at 
Heckt. This last Intention you will keep a secret, 
as my nice mamma would imagine I was on a 
Voyage of Discovery, and raise the accustomed ma- 
ternal warwhoop. 

" Last week I swam in the Thames from Lambeth 
through the two bridges, Westminster and Blaek- 
Iriars, a distance, including the different turns and 
tacks made on the way, of three miles I You see I 
am in excellent training in case of a squall at sea. 
I mean to collect all the Erse traditions, poems, &c. 
&C., and translate, or expand the subject to fill a 
volume, which may appear next spring under the 
denomination of ' T/te Highland Barp,' or some 
title equally picturesipie. Of Bosworth Field, one 
book is finished, another just began. It will be a 
work of three or four years, and most probably never 
conclude. What would you say to some stanzas on 
Mount Hecla? they would be written at least with 
_fire. How is the immortal Bran ? and the Phoenix 
of canine quadrupeds, Boatswain ? I have lately 
purchased a thorough-bred bull-dog, worthy to be 
the coadjutor of the aforesaid celestials — his name 
is Smtit ! — ' Bear it, ye breezes, on your balmt/ 

" Write to me before I set off, I conjure you, by 
the fiflh rib of your grandfather. Ridge goes on 
well with the books — I thought that worthy had 
not done much in the country. In town they have 
been very successful ; Carpenter (Moore's publisher) 
told me a few days ago they sold all theirs in 
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diatelyi aod had several enquiries made fiince, which, 
from the books being gone, they could not supply. 
The Duke of York, the Marchioness of Headfort, the 
Duchess of Gordon, &c. &c, were among the pur- 
chasers ; and Crosby says, the circulation will be still 
more extensive in the winter, the summer season 
being very bad for a sale, as most people are absent 
from London. However, they have gone off ex- 
tremely well altogether. I shall pass very near you 
on my journey through Newark, but cannot approach. 
Don't tell this to Blrs, B,, who supposes I travel a 
different road. If you have a letter, order it to be 
left at Ridge's shop, where I shall call, or the post- 
office, Newark, about six or eight in the evening. If 
your brother would ride over, i should be devilish 
glad to see him — he can return the same night, or 
sup with us and go home tlie next morning — the 
Kingston Arms is my inn. 

" Adieu, yours ever, 

" Byron." 

LCTtm 18. TO MISS . 

" Trinity College, Cambridge, October 26. 1807. 

" My dear Elizabeth, 

" Fatigued with sitting up till four in the morn- 
ing for the last two days at hazard*, I take up my 

" V/ti observe here, as in otiier paits of his early litiets, that 
son of ilUpla;? still boast of rakishness which is but too com- 
mon a rnlly at this period of life, when the young aspirant to 
manhood persuades himsElt' that to be profligate is to be manly. 
Unluckily, this boyish desire of bdng thought worse than he 
really was, remained with Lord Byron, as did some Other 
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pen to enquire how your highness and the rest of my 
female acquaintance at the seat of archiepiscopal 
grandeur go on. I know I deserve a scolding for 
my negligence in not writing more frequently ; 
racing up and down the country for these last three 
montJiB, how was it possible to fulfil the duties 
correspondent ? Fixed at last for six weeks, I 
write, as tMn as ever (not having gained an ounce 
since my reduction), and rather in better humour; 
— but, after all, Southwell was a detestable residence- 
Thank St. Dominica, I have done with it i I have 
been twice within eight miles of it, but could not 
prevail on myself to suffocate in its heavy atraospher 
This place is wretched enough — a villanons chaos 
of din and drunkenness, nothing but hazard : 
burgundy, hunting, matheraaties, and Newmarket, 
riot and racing. Yet it is a paradise compared 
with the eternal dulnees of Southwell. Oh ! the 
misery of doing nothing but make laee, enemies., 
and verses. 

" Nest January, (but this is entre nous rmly, and 
pray let it be so, or my maternal persecutor will be 
throwing her tomahawk at any of my curious pro- 
jects,) I am going to sea for four or five months, with 
my cousin Capt, Bettesworth, who commands the 
Tartar, the finest frigate in the navy. I have seen 



feelings and foibles of his boyhood, long after the period when, 
with others, they are past and foi^tten ; and his mind, in. 
de«d, WHS but beginning to outgrow them, when he wi« 
Hutched away. 
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scenes, and wish to look at a naval life. We 
are going probably to the Mediterranean, or to the 
West Indies, or — to the d — 1 ; and if there is a 
possibility of taking me to the latter, Bettesworth 
will do it ; for he has received four and twenty 
wounds in different places, and at this moment pos- 
sesses a letter from the late Lord Nelson, stating 
Bettesworth as the only officer in the navy who had 
more wounds than himself. 

" I have got a new friend, the finest in the world, 
a tame bear. When I brought him here, they asketl 
me what I meant to do with him, and my reply was, 
' he should sitfor afellowsMp.' Sherardwill explain 
the meaning of the sentence, if it ia ambiguous. 
Tliis answer delighted them not. We have several 
parties here, and this evening a large assortment of 
jockeys, gamblers, boxers, authors, parsons, and 
poets, sup with me, — a precious mixture, but they 
go on well together ; and for me, I am a ^tice of 
every thing except a jockey ; by the by, I was dis- 
mounted again the other day- 
Thank your brother in my name for his treatise. 



I have written 214 pages of a novel,- 
380 lines*, to be published (without my n 



1 few weeks, with r 



e poem of 
,e)i 



-560 lines of Bosworth 



Field, and 250 lines of another poem in rhyme, be- 



■a half a dozen smaller pie 



• The poem oflerwards enlarged and publishi 
tiile of " English Bards and Seoli'h Reriewcrs." 
from tbii thai the ground-work of that satire h 
some dme before the appearance of the ariiclE in th 
Reriew. 
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published is a Satire. Apropos, I have been praised 
to die skies in the Critica] Review •, and abused 
greatJy in another publication, f So much the 
better, they tell me, for the sale of the book ; it 
keepB up controversy, and prevents it beingforgotten. 
Besides, the first men of all ages have had their 
share, nor do the humblest escape ; — bo I bear it 
Kke a philosopher. It is odd two opposite critiques 
came out on the same day, and out of five pages of 
abuse, my censor only quotes two lines from different 
poems, in support of his opinion. Now, the proper 
way to cui up, is to quote long passages, and make 
them appear absurd, because simple allegation is no 
proof. On the other hand, there are seven pages of 
praise, and more than my modesty will allow, said on 
the subject. Adieu. 

« P.S. Write, write, write I ! ! " 

It was at the beginning of the following year that 
an acquaintance commenced between Lord Byron 
and a gentleman, related to hia family by marriage, 

• Sept. 1807. This Review, in pronouncing upon the 
young author's future career, showed itself somewhat more 
" prophet.-Iike " Chan the great oracle of the North. In noticing 
[he Elegy on Newstead Abbey, the writer says, " We could 
not but hajl, with something of prophetic rapture, the hope 
conveyed in the closing stanza ; — 

" Haply thy sun, emerging, yet may shine, 

Thee to insdiste with meridian ray," &c. &c. 

t The first number of a monthly publication called " Hk 
SaUrist," in vhich there appeared aftorwarda aome low and 
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Mr. Dallas, — the author of some novels, popular, I 
believe, in their day, and also of a sort of Memoir 
of the noble Poet, published soon after his death, 
which, irom being founded chiefly on original cor- 
respondence, is the most authentic and trust-worthy 
»a£ any that have yet apjieared. In the letters ad- 
dressed by Lord Byron to this gentleman, among 
many details, curious in a literary point of view, we 
find, what is much more important for our present 
purpose, some particulars illustrative of the opinions 
which he had formed, at this time of his life, on the 
two subjects most connected with the early formation 
of character — morals and religion. 

It is but rarely that infidelity or scepticism finds 
an entrance into youthful minds. That readiness to 
take the future upon trust, which is the charm of this 
period of life, would naturally, indeed, make it the 
season of belief as well as of hope. There are also 
then, still fresh in the mind, the impressions of early 
religious culture, which, even in those who begin 
Boonest to question their faith, give way but slowly 
to the encroachments of doubt, and, in the mean 
time, extend the benefit of their moral restraint 
over a portion of life when it is acknowledged such 
restraints are most necessary. If exemption from 
the checks of religion be, as infidels themselves 
allow *, a state of freedom from responsibility dan- 

* " Look out for a people entirely destitute of religion : if 
you find them at all, be assured lliat they are but few degrees 
TecQOTed from brutes."' — Hum. 

Tiie rtadiT will find tlus avowal of Hume turned eloquently 
to the adiantage of religion in a Collection of Senaota, 

VOL.1. M 
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shaken off by his enquiring spirit. Yet, even in thesft* , 
ttiere is a fervour of adoration mingled with his 
6ance of creeds, through which the piety implanted 
in his nature (as it is deeply in all poetic natures) 
unequivocally shows itself^ and had he then falleo 
within the reach of such guidance and example as 
would have seconded and fostered these natural dis- 
positionsi tlie licence of opinion into which he after- 
wards broke loose might liave been averted. His 
ficepticism, if not wholly removed, might have been 
softened down into that humble doubt, which, so far 
from being inconsistent with a. religious spirit, is, 
perhaps, its best guard against presumption and un- 
charitableness ; and, at all events, even if his own 
views of religion had not been brightened or elevated, 
he would have learned not wantonly to cloud or dis- 
turb those of others. But there was no such monitor 
near him. After liis departure from SouthwcU, he 
had not a single friend or relative to whom he could 
look up with respect ; but was thrown alone on the 
world, with his passions and his pride, to revel in the 
fttal discovery which he imagined himself to have 
made of the nothingness of the future, and tlie all- 
pararaounl claims of the present. By singular ill 
fortune, too, the individual who, among all his college 
friends, had taken the strongest hold on his admir- 
ation and affection, and whose loss he afterwards 
lamented with brotherly tenderness, was, to the same 
extent as himself, if not more strongly, a sceptic. 
Of this remarkable young man, Matthews, who was 
BO early snatched away, and whose career in after- 
life, had it been at all answerable to the extraordi- 
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nary promise of his youtli, must have placed him 
upon a level witli the first men of his day, a Memoir 
3ne time, intended to be publislicd by his 
relatives; and to Lord Byron, among others of his 
college friends, application, for assistance in the 
task, was addressed. The letter wliicb this circum- 
stance drew forth from the noble poet, besides con- 
taining many amusing traits of liis friend, affordB 
such an insight into his own habits of life at this 
period, that, though infringing upon tlie chronologi- 
cal order of his correspondence, I shall insert it here. 

Letter 19, TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Ravenna, 9!jrc 12. 1B20. 

" What you said of the late Charles Skinner 
Matthews has set me to my recollections; but I 
have not been able to turn up any thing which would 
do for the purposed Memoir of his brother, — even 
if he had previously done enough during his life to 
sanction the introduction of anecdotes so merely 
■persona]. He was, however, a very extraordinary 
man, and would have been a great one. No one 
ever succeeded in a more surpassing degree than he 
did, as far as he went. He was indolent, too ; but 
whenever he stripped, he overthrew all antagonists. 
His contjuests will be found registered at Cam- 
bridge, particularly his Downijig one, which was 
hotly and higlily contested, and yet easily wan. 
Hobhouse was his most intimate friend, and can tell 
you more of hirn than any man. William Bankes 
also a great deal. I myself recollect more of hi? 
oddities than of his academical qualities, for we 
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lived most K^ether at a very idle period of my life. 
When I went up to Trinity, in 1805, at tlie age of 
seventeen and a haltj I was miserable and untoward 
to a degree. I was wretched at leaving Harrow, to 
which I had become attached during the two last 
years of my stay there ; wretched at going to Cam- 
bridge instead of Oxford (there were no rooms 
vacant atChrist-church); wretched from someprivate 
domestic circumstances of different kinds, and con* 
s e que ntly about as unsocial as a wolf taken from the 
troop. So that, although 1 knew Matthews, and met 
him oflen ihen at Bankes's, (who was my collegiate 
pastor, and master, and patron,) and at Hhode'e, 
Milnes's, Price's, Dick's, Macnamara's, Farrell's, 
Galley Knight's, and others of that set of contem- 
poraries, yet I was neither intimate with him nor 
with any one else, except my old schoolfellow 
Edward Long (with whom I used to pass the day in 
riding and swimming), and William Bankes, who wag 
good-naturedly tolerant of my ferocities. 

" It was not till 1807, after I had been upwards of 
a year away from Cambridge, to which I had re- 
turned again to rmde for my degree, that I became 
one of Matthews's familiars, by means of H * •, who, 
after hating me for two years, because I wore a 
whiie hat, and a grei/ coat, and rode a grey horse 
(as he says himself), took me into his good graces 
because I had written some poetry. I had always 
lived a good deal, and got drunk occasionally, in 
their company — but now we became really friends 
in a morning. Matthews, however, was not at this 
period resident in College. I met Aim chiefly in 
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London, and at uncertain periods at Cambridge. 
H * *, in the mean time, did great tilings : Jie 
founded the Cambridge ' Whig Club' (which he 
seems to have forgotten), and tlie ' Amicable 
Society,' which was dissolved in consequence of the 
members constantly quaiTelling, and made himself 
very popular with ' us youth,' and no less formi- 
dable to all tutors, professors, and heads of Colleges. 
William B * • was gone ; while he stayed, he ruled 
the roast — or ratlier the roasting — and was father 
of all mischiefs. 

" Matthews and I, meeting in London, and else- 
where, became great cronies. He was not good 
tempered — nor am I — but with a little tact his 
temper was manageable, and I thought him so 
superior a man, that I was willing to sacrifice some- 
thing to his humours, which were oflcn, at the same 
time, amusing and provoking. What became of his 
papers (and he certainly had many), at the time of 
his death, was never known. I mention this by the 
way, fearing to skip it over, and as he virote remark- 
ably well, both in Latin and English. We went 
down to Newstead together, where 1 had got a femous 
cellar, and Monk/i dresses from a masquerade ware- 
house. We were a company of some seven or eight, 
with an occasional neighbour or so for visiters, and 
used to sit up late in our friars' druses, drinking 
burgundy, claret, champagne, and what not, out of 
the skull-cup, and all sorts of glasses, and buffooning 
all round the house, in our conventual garments. 
Matthews always denominated mc ' the Abbot,' and 
never called me by any otlier name in his good 
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humours, to the day of liis death. The harmony at 1 
these our symposia was somewhat interrupted, a fev 1 
days after our assembliDg, by Matthews's tlireateninj- 1 
to throw * * out of a windoio, in consequence of I 1 
know not what commerce of jokes ending in thit J 
epigram. * * came to me and said, that ' his respect '1 
and regard for me as host would not permit him to.'j 
call out any of my guests, and that he should go M I 
town next morning.' He did. It was in vain that j 
I represented to him that the window was not high,. 
and that the turf under it was particularly softv 1 
Away he went. 

" iMatthews and myself had travelled down {roia/l 
London together, talking all the way incessantly \ 
upon one single topic. When we got to Loughs -^ 
borough, I know not what chasm had made i 
diverge for a moment to some other subject, at 1 
which he was indignant. ' Come,' said be, ■ don't \ 
let us break through — let us go on as we began, to \ 
our journey's end ;' and so he continued, and n 
entertaining as ever to the very end. He had \ 
previously occupied, during my year's absence from j 
Cambridge, my rooms in Trinity, with the furniture; | 
and Jones, the tutor, in his odd way, had s 
putting him in, ' Mr. Matthews, I recommend to ' 
your attention not to damage any of the movables, ' 
for Lord Byron, Sir, is a young man of tvmultuota ' 
passions.' Matthews was delighted with this; and ! 
whenever anybody came to visit him, beggei 
to handle the very door with caution ; and used to | 
repeat Jones's admonition in his tone and n 
There was a large mirror in the room, on which hf| i 
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remarked, ' that he thought his frienda were grown 
uncommonly assiduous in coming to see him, but he 
soon discovered that they only came to see themselves.' 
Jones'sphToaeaf 'trnnidtuous passions,' and the whole 
scene, had put him into such good humour, that I 
verily believe that I owed to it a portion of his good 
graces. 

"When at Newstead, somebody by accident rubbed 
against one of his white silk stockings, one day be- 
fore dinner ; of course the gentleman apologised. 
' Sir,' answered Matthews, ' it may be all very well 
for you, who have a great many silk stockings, to 
dirty other people's; but to me, who have only this 
one pair, which I have put on in honour of the Abbot 
here, no apology can compensate for such careless- 
ness ; besides, the expense of washing.' He had the 
same sort of droll sardonic way about every thing. 
A wild Irishman, named F**, one evening begin- 
ning to say something at a large supper at Cambridge, 
Matthews roared out ' Silence I' and then, pointing 
to F * *, cried out, in the words of the oracle, ' Orson 
is endowed with reasmt.' You may easily suppose 
that Orson lost what reason he had acquired, on 
hearing this complimenL When H • • published hia 
volume of poems, the Miscellany (which Matthews 
feould call the ' Miss-sell-an;/'), all that could be 
drawnfromhim was, that the preface was 'extremely 
like Walsh.' H *• thought this at first a compli- 
ment; but we never could make out what it was •, 

• Tlie only thing remBrkaiile shout Walsh's preface is, ihal 
Dp. Johnson praises il as " very judicious," but ii, at the 
lame lime, silent respecting the poems to which it is prefixed. 
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for all we know of Walih is his Ode to King WiUii 
and Pope'6 epithet of ' kjtouHng Walsh.' When 
Newstead party broke up for London, H ■ * 
Matthews, who were the greatest friends possibli 
agreed, for a whim, to ToalA togeiAer to towi 
quarrelled by the way, and actually walked the 
latter half of their journey, occasionally passing aud 
repassing, witliout speaking. When Matthews had 
got to Highgate, he had spent all bis money but 
three-peoce halfpenny, and determined to spend 
that also in a pint of beer, which 1 believe he was 
drinking before a public-house, as H * * passed him 
(still without speaking) for tlie last tune on their 
route. They were reconciled in London again. 

" One of Matthews's passions was ' the Fancy 
and he sparred uncommonly well. But he always go^ 
beaten in rows, or combats with the bare fist, 
swimming, too, he swam well ; but with effort and 
labour, and ltx> high out of the water ; so that ScropQ 
Davies and myself, of whom he was therein some- 
what emulous, always told him that he would be 
drowned if ever he came to a difficult ps 
water. He was so ; but surely Scrope and myself 
would have been most heartily glad that 



" His head was uncommonly handsome, very likg 
what Pope's was in his youth. 

" His voice, and laugh, and features, are strong!; 
resembled by his brother Henry's, if Henry he he a 
King's College. His passion for boxing wa 
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that he actually wanted me to match him with Dog- 
herty (wliom I had baclted and made the match for 
against Tom Belchar), and I saw them spar together 
at my own lodgings with the gloves on. As he was 
bent upon it, I would have backed Dogherty to please 
him, but the match went off. It was of course to 
have been a private fight, in a private room, 

"On one occasion, being too late to go home and 
dress, lie was equipped by a friend (Mr. Baillie, I 
believe,) in a magnificently fashionable and eomewhat 
exaggerated shirt and neckcloth. He proceeded 
to the Opera, and took his station in Fops' Alley, 
During the interval between the opera and the 
ballet, an acquaintance took his station by him and 
saluted him: ' Come round,' said Matthews, ' come 
round.' — 'Why should I come round?' said the other ; 
'you have only to turn your head — I am close by you.' 
— 'That isexactly what I cannot do,' said Matthews; 
■ don't you see the state I am in?' pointing to bis 
buckram shirt collar and inflexible cravat, — and 
there he stood with his head always in the same 
perpendicular position during the whole spectacle. 

" One evening, after dining together, as we were 
going to the Opera, I happened to have a spare 
Opera ticket (as subscriber to a box), and pre- 
sented it to Matthews. ' Now, sir,' said he to 
Hobhouse afterwards, ' this I call courteous ia the 
Abbot — another man would never have thought 
that I might do better with half a guinea than throw 
it to a door-keeper ; — but here is a man not only 
asks me to dinner, but gives me a ticket for the 
theatre,' These were only his oddides, for no man 
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was more liberal, or more honourable in all his 
doings and dealings, than Matthews. He gave Hob. 
house and me, before we set out for Conatantinopleit 
a most splendid entertainment, to which we did 
ample justice. One of his fancies was dining at all 
aorta of out-of-the-way places. Somebody popped 
upon him in I know not what coffee-house in the 
Strand — and what do you think was the attraction ? 
Why, that he paid a shilling {I tliink) to dine wilA 
his hat on. This he called his ' hat house,' and 
used to boast of the comfort of being covered at 

" When Sir Henry Smith was expelJed from 
Cambridge for a row with a tradesman named 
' Hiron,' Matthews Bolacetl himself with shouting 
Under H iron's windows every evening, 
" ' Ab niB ! what perils do environ 

Tlie man who ineddlea with hot Hiron.' 

" He was also of that band of profane scoffers 
who, under the auspices of **■**, used to rouse 
Lort Mansel (late Bishop of Bristol) from his slum- 
bers in the lodge of Trinity ; and when he appeared 
at the window foaming with wratli, and crying out, 
< I know you, gentlemen, I know you ! ' were wont 
to reply, ' W^e beseech thee to hear us, good Zort' 
— ' Good Lort deliver us ! ' (Lort was his Christian 
name.) As he was very free in his apeculationa 
upon all kinds of subjects, although by no means 
either dissolute or intemperate in his conduct, and 
as I was no less independent, our conversation and 
correspondence used to alarm our friend Hobhouse 
to a considerable degree- 
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" You must be almost tired of my packets, which 
will have cost a mint of postage. 

" Salute Gifford aiid all my friends. 

" Yours, &c." 

As already, before liis acquaintance with Mr. 
Matthews commenced, Lord Byron had begun to 
bewilder himself in the mazes of scepticism, it 
would be unjust to impute to this gentleman any 
further share in the formation of his noble friend's 
<^!nions than what arose from the natural influente 
of example and sympatliy ; — an influence which, as 
it was felt perhaps equally on both sides, rendered 
the contagion of their doctrines, in a great measure, 
reciprocal. In addition, too, to this community of 
sentiment on such subjects, they were both, in no 
ordinary degree, possessed by that dangerous spirit 
of ridicule, whose impulses even the pious cannot 
always restrain, and which draws the mind on, by a 
sort of irresistible fascination, to disport itself most 
wantonly on the brink of all that is most solemn and 
awftil. It is not wonderful, therefore, that, in such 
society, the opinions of the noble poet should have 
been, at least, accelerated in that direction to 
frhicb their bias already leaned ; and though he 
cannot be said to have become thus confirmed in 
these doctrines, — as neither now, nor at any time 
of his life, was he a confirmed unbeliever, — he had 
undoubtedly learned to feel less uneasy under his 
scepticism, and even to mingle somewhat of boast 
and of levity with his expression of it. At the very 
first onset of his correspondence with Mr. Dallas, 
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we find him proclaiming his sentiments on all such 
subjects with a flippancy and coniidence far different 
from the tone in which he had first ventured 
doubts, — Irom that fervid sadness, as of a bean 
loth to port with its illusions, which breathes through 
every line of those prayers, that, but a year before, 
his pen bad tracciL 

Here agam, however, we should recollect, there 
must be a considerable share of allowance for his 
usual tendency to make tlie most and the 
his own obliquities. There occurs, indeed, in his 
first letter to Mr. Dallas, an instance of this strange 
ambition, — the very reverse, it must be allowed, of 
hypocrisy, — which led him to court, rather than 
avoid, the reputation of profligacy, and to put, at all 
times, tlie worst face on his own character and con- 
duct. His new correspondent having, in introducing 
himself to bis acquaintance, passed some compli- 
ments on the tone of moral and charitable feeling 
which breathed through one of liis poems, had 
added, that it " brought to his mind another noble 
autlior, who was not only a fine poet, orator, and 
hiatorian, but one of the closest reasoncrs we have 
oil tlie truth of that religion of which forgiveness is 
prominent principle, the great and good Lord Lyttli 
ton, whose fame will never die. His son," adds Mr- 
Dallas, " to whom he had transmitted genius, but] 
not virtue, sparkled for a moment and went out likb 
a star, — and with him the title became extinct.' 
To this Lord Byron answers in the following! 
letter : — 
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!0. TO MR. DALLAS. 

Doranl'a Howl, Albemarle Street, Jan. 20. 180S. 
"Sir, 

" Your letter was not received till this morning, 
I presume from being addressed to me in Notts., 
where I have not resided since last June, and as the 
date is the 6th, you will excuse the delay of my 

" If the little volume you mention has given plea- 
sure to tlie author of Percwal and Au&rei/, I am 
Eufliciently repaid by his praise. Though our pe- 
riodical censors have been micommonly lenient, I 
confess a tribute from a man of acknowledged genius 
is stiil more flattering. But I am afraid I should 
forfeit all claim to candour, if I did not decline such 
praise as I do not deserve ; and this is, I um sorry 
to say, the case in tlte present instance. 

" My compositions speak for themselves, and must 
stand or fall by their own worth or demerit : thus jar 
I feel highly gratified by j'our favourable opinion. 
But my pretensions to virtue are unluckily so few, 
that though I should be happy to merit, I cannot 
accept, your applause in that respect. One passage 
in your letter struck me forcibly : you mention the 
two Lords Lyttleton in a manner they respectively 
deserve, and will be surprised to hear the person 
who is now addressing you has been frequently 
compared to the latter. I know I am injuring myself 
in your esteem by this avowal, but the circumstance 
was ao remarkable fi-om your observation, that I 
cannot help relating the fact. The events of my 
short life have been of so singular a nature, that. 



NOTICES OF THE 






though ihe pride commonly called honour has, and 
I trust ever will, prevent me from disgracing my 
name by n mean or cowardly action, I have been 
already held up as the votary of licentiousaeas, and 
the disciple of infidelity. How far justice may have 
dictated this accusation, I cannot pretend to say ; but, 
like the gentleman to whom my religious friends, in 
the warmth of their charity, have already devoted 
me, I am made worse than I really am. However, 
to quit myself (the worst theme I could pilch upon), 
and return to my poems, I cannot sufficiently express 
xa-j thanks, and I hope I shall some day have an 
opportunity of rendering them in person. A second 
edition is now in the press, with some additions and 
considerable omissions ; you will allow me to present 
you with a copy. The Critical, Monthly, and Anli- 
Jacobin Reviews have been very indulgent ; but the 
Eclectic has pronounced a furious Philippic, not 
against the book hut the author, where you will find 
all 1 have mentioned asserted by a reverend divine 
who wrote the critique. 

Your name and connection with our family liave 
been long known to me, and I hope your person will 
be not less so ; you will find me an excellent com- 
pound of a ' Brainless * and a ' Stanhope.' * I am 
afraid you will hardly be able to read this, for my 
hand is almost as bad as my character ; but you will 
find me, as legibly as possible, 

" Your obliged and obedient servant, 

" Byron." 

* Characteis in the novel called Peranal. 
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There ishere, evidently, a degree of pride in being 
thought to resemble the wicked Lord Lyttleton ; and, 
lest his known irregularities should not bear him out 
in the pretenBion, he refers mysteriously, as was his 
habit, to certain untold events of his life, to warrant 
the parallel.* Mr. Dallas, who seems to have been 
but little prepared for such a reception of his com- 
pliments, escapes out of the difficulty by transferring 
to the young lord's " candour " the praise he had so 
thanklessly bestowed on his morals in general ; 
adding, that from the design Lord Byron had ex- 
pressed in his preface of resigning the service of the 
Muses for a different vocation, he had " conceived 
him bent on pursuits which lead to the character of 
a legislator and statesman ; — had imagined him at 
one of the universities, training himself to habits 
of reasoning and eloquence, and storing up a large 
fund of history and law." It is in reply to this letter 
that the exposition of the noble poet's opinions, to 
which I have above alluded, is contained. 

LiTTiR 21. TO MR. DALLAS. 

" Dorant's, January BI. 1808. 

"Sir, 

" Whenever leisure and inclination permit me 
the pleaaure of a visit, I shall feel truly gratified in 
a personal acquaintance with one whose mind has 

been long known to me in his writings. 

• This appeal 10 the imagination of his correspondent wai 
not allogeiher without effect. — " I considered," says Ms 
Dallas, " these letters, ihaugh evidenily grounded on some oc- 
currenca in llie ttill earUirr part of hii ^e.railieT aajeux d'eymt 
than as & true portrait." 



I 



NOTICES OP THE 180ft' ' 

" You are so far correct in your conjecture, that I 
am a member of the University of Cambridge, where 
I shall take my degree of A. M. this term ; but 
were reasoning, eloquence, or virtue, the objects of 
my search, Granta is not their metropolis, nor is the 
place of her situation an ' El Dorado,' far less an 
Utopia- Ttie intellects of her children arc as stag- 
ier Cam, and their pursuits limited to the 
church — not of Christ, but of the nearest benefice. 

" As to mj reading, I believe I may aver, without 
hyperbole, it has been tolerably extensive in the 
historical ; so that few nations exist, or have ex- 
isted, with whose records I am not in some degree 
nccjuainted, from Herodotus down to Gibbon. Of 
the classics, I know about as much as most school- 
boys after a discipline of thirteen years; of the law 
of the land as much as enables me to keep ' within 
the statute ' — to use the poacher's vocabulary. I did 
study the ' Spirit of Laws' and the Law of Nations; 
but when I saw the latter violated every month, I 
gave up my attempts at so useless an accomplish- 
ment ; — of geography, I have seen more land on 
maps than I should wish to traverse on foot ; — of 
mathematics, enougli to give me the headach 
without clearing the part affected ; — of pliilosophy, 
astronomy, and metaphysics, more than I can com- 
prehend"; and of common sense so little, that I 



are to have hsrf in Jiis memory Voltaire's lively 
It of Zadig's learning: ** II savait de la m^taphyumie 
in en u su dans una les ages, — c'eet i dire, fort peu d« 
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mean to leave a Byronian prize at each of our ' Al- 
mte Matres ' for the first discovery, — though I rather 
fear that of the longitude will precede iL 

" I once thought myself a philosopher, and talked 
nonsense with great decorum : I defied pain, and 
preaclied up equanimity. For some time this did 
very well, for no one was in pain for me but my 
friends, and none lost their patience but my hearers. 
At last, a fall from my horse convinced me bodily 
Buffering was an evil ; and the worst of an argument 
overset my maxims and my temper at the same 
moment ; so I quitted Zeno ior Aristippus, and con- 
ceive that pleasure constitutes the to Ka>j>y. I hold 
virtue, in general, or the virtues severally, to be 
only in the disposition, each a feeling, not a prin- 
ciple.* I believe truth the prime attribute of the 
Deity, and death an eternal sleep, at least of the 
body. You have here a brief compendium of the 
sentiments of the toicked George Lord Byron ; and, 
till I get a new suit, you will perceive I am badly 
clothed. I remain," &c. 

Though such was, doubtless, the general cast of his 
opinions at this time, it must be recollected, before 
we attach any particular importance to the details of 
his creed, that, in addition to the temptation, never 
easily resisted by him, of displaying Ids wit at the 
expense of his character, he was here addressing 



* Hie doctriiH itf Hume, who resolves all virtue into send 
ment. — See Mi " Enquiiy concerning Ibe Principlea t 

o 2 
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a person who, though, no doubt, well meaning, wu 
evidently one of those officious, self-satisfied adviser*, 
whom it was the delight of Lord Byron at all timw I 
to astonish and mystify. The tricks which, whoifl 
a boy, he played upon the Nottingham quack, La*^ 
vender, were but the first of a long series wiUi which, 
through life, he amused himself, at the expense of 
all the numerous quacks whom his celebrity and 
sociability drew around him. 

The terms in which he speaks of the university 
in this letter agree in spirit with many passages both 
in the " Hours of Idleness," and his early Satire, and 
prove that, while Harrow was remembered by him 
with more aifection, perhaps, than respect, Cambridge 
had not been able to inspire him with cither. This 
feeling of distaste to his " nursing mother" he enter- 
tained in common with some of the most illustrious 
names of English literature. So great was Milton's 
hatred to Cambridge, that he had even conceived, 
saya Warton, a dislike to the face of the country, — 
to the fields in its neighbourhood. The poet Gray 
thus speaks of the same university: — " Surely, it 
was of this place, now Cambridge, but formerly 
known by the name of Babylon, that the prophet 
spoke when he said, ' The wild beasts of the deserts 
shall dwell there, and their houses shall be fiiH of 
doleful creatures, and owls shall build there, and i 
satyrs shall dance there,' " &c. &c. The bitter re- J 
collections which Gibbon retained of Oxford, h» J 
own pen has recorded ; and the cool contempt by 1 
which Locke avenged himself on the bigotry otM 
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the same seat of learning is even 
morable." 

In poets, such distasteful recollections of their 
collegiate life may well be thought to have their 
origin !□ that antipathy to the trammels of discipline, 
which is not unusually observable among the cha- 
racteristics of genius, and which might be regarded, 
indeed, as a sort of instinct, implanted in it for its 
own preservation, if there be any truth in the opinion 
tliat a course of learned education is hurtful to the 
freshness and elasticity of the imaginative faculty. 
A right reverend writer f, but little to be suspected 
of any desire to depreciate academical studies, not 
only puts the question, " Whether the usual forms 
of learning be not rather injurious to the true poet, 
than really assisting to him ? " but appears strongly 
disposed to answer it in the affirmative, — giving, as 
an instance, in favour of this conclusion, the classic 
Addison, who, " as appears," he says, " from some 
original efforts in the sublime, allegorical way, had 
no want of natural talents for the greater poetry, — 
which yet were so restrained and disabled by his 
constant and superstitious study of the old classics, 
that he was, in fact, but a very ordinary poet." 

It was, no doubt, under some such impression of 
the malign influence of a collegiate atmosphere upon 
genius, that Milton, in spealcing of Cambridge, gave 

■ See hU Letter to Anthony Collins, 1703-^, where he 
Epeaks of " those aharp heads, which were for damning his 
book, because of its discouraging the staple commodity of the 
place, which in hia dme was called ttags' ihearing.'^ 

t Hurd, " Discourses on Poetical loiitatioi 
□ 3 
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vent to the eKclamation, that it was " a place quite 
incompatible with the votaries of Pheebus," and that 
Lord Byron, versifyiog a thoug-ht of his own, in the 
letter to Mr, Dallas just given, declares, 

" Her Helicon is duller Ihan her Cam." 

Tlie poet Dryden, too, who, like Milton, had in- 
curred some mark of disgrace at Cambridge, seems 
to have entertained but little more veneration for his 
Alnia Mater ; and the verges in which he has praised 
Oxford at the expense of his own university • were, 
it ig probable, dictated much less by admiration of 
the one than by a desire to spite and depreciate the 
otlicr. 

Nor is it genius only that thus rebels against the 
discipline of the schools. Even the tamer quality 
of Taste, which it is the professed object of classi- 
cal studies to cultivate, is sometimes found to turn 
restive under the pedantic matiege to which it is 
subjected. It was not till released from the duty of 
reading Virgil as a task, that Gray could feel him- 
self capable of enjoying the beauties of that poet ; 
and Lord Byron was, to the last, unable to van- 
quish a similar prepossession, with which the same 
sort of school association had inoculated him, against 
Horace. 

" Though Time hath taught 

M; mind lo meditate what then it leam'd. 
Yet such the fii'd invcteraej wrought 
By the impatience of my early thought. 
That, with the freshness wearing out hefore 
My mind could relish what it might have sought. 
If tree to choose, I cannot now restore 
Its health; but what it then detested, still abhor, 

• Prologue to the University of OiTord. 



I 
I 



1803. LieE OF LORD BYRON. 199 

" Tbcn farewell, Horace ;, »!iom I hated so, 
Not for tliy faults, but mine ; it i^ a curse 
To uuderstand, not feft thy lyric RaWf 
To comprehend, but never love thy verse." 

Childe Hahold, oanio iv. 

To the list of eminent poets, who have thus left 
on record their dislike and disapproval of the En- 
glish system of education, are to be added, the dis- 
tinguished names of Cowlej, Addison, and Cowper; 
while, among the cases which, like ttiose of Miltoti 
and Dryden, practically demonstrate the sort of in- 
verse ratio that may exist between college honours 
and genius, must not be forgotten those of Swifl, 
Goldsmith, and Churchill, to every one of whom 
some mark of incompetency was affixed by the re- 
spective universities, whose annals they adorn. 
When, in addition, too, to this rather ample catalogue 
of poets, whom the universities have sent forth 
either disloyal or dishonoured, we come to number 
over such names as those of Shakspeare and of 
Pope, followed by Gay, Thomson, Burns, Chatter- 
ton, &c., all of whom have attained their respective 
stations of eminence, without instruction or sanction 
from any college whatever, it forms altogether, it 
must be owned, a large portion of the poetical 
world, that must be subducted from the sphere of 
that nursing influence which the universities are sup- 
posed to exercise over the genius of the country. 

The following letters, written at this time, con- 
tain some particulars which will not be found unin 
^cresting. 

o 4. 



LiTTiiiea. TO MB. HENRY DHURY, 

" Doram's Hotel, Jan. 13. I80S. ] 

" My dear Sir, 

" Though the stupidity of my servants, or I 
porter of the house, in not showing you up stairs 
(where I should have joined you directly), prevent- 
ed me the pleasure of seeing you yesterday, I hoped 
to meet you at some public place in tlie evening. 
However, my stars decreed otherwise, as they gen- I 
erally do, when I have any favour to request of I 
theni. I think you would have been surprised at . 
my figure, for, since our last meeting, I am reduced 
four stone in weight. I then weighed fourteen 
stone seven pound, and now only ten stone and a 
half. I have disposed of my superfluities by means 
of hard exercise and abstinence. 

" Should your Harrow engagements allow you to 
visit town between this and February, I shall be 
most happy to see you in Albemarle Street. If I am 
not so fortunate, I shall endeavour to join you for 
an afternoon at Harrow, though, I fear, your cellar 
will by GO means contribute to my cure. As formy 
worthy preceptor. Dr. B., our encounter would by 
no means prevent the mutual endeaTTnaUs he and I 
Q lavish on each other. We have only 
spoken once since my departure from Harrow in 
J805, and then he politely told Tatersall I was not & 
proper associate for his pupils. This was long before 
my strictures in verse ; but, in plain prose, had I been 
e years older, I should have held my tongue on 
his perfections. But, being laid on my back, when 
that schoolboy thing was written — or rather die- 




tated — expecting to rise no more, my physician 
having talien liia sixteenth fee, and I his prescript 
tion, I could not quit this earth without leaving a 
memento of my constant attachment to Butler in 
gratitude for his manifold good offices. 

" I meant to have been down in July ; but think- 
ing my appearance, immediately after the publi- 
cation, would be construed into an insult, I directed 
my steps elsewhere. Besides, I heard that some of 
the boys had got hold of my Libellus, contrary to 
my wishes certainly, for I never transmitted a single 
copy till October, when I gave one to a boy, since 
gone, afler repeated importunities. You will, I 
trust, pardon this egotism. As you had touched on 
the subject I thought some explanation necessary. 
Defence I shall not attempt, ' Hie murus aheneus 
esto, nil conscire sibi ' — and ' so on ' (as Lord Bal- 
timore said on his trial for a rape) — I have been so 
long at Trinity as to forget the conclusion of the 
line ; but though I cannot finish my quotation, 1 
will my letter, and entreat you to believe me, grate- 
fully and affectionately, &c, 

" P. S, I will not lay a tax on your time by re- 
quiring an answer, lest you say, as Butler said to 
Tatersall (when 1 had written his reverence an im- 
pudent epistle on the expression before mentioned), 
viz. ' that I wanted to draw him into a correspond- 
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morable critique upon the " Hours of Idleness "in the 
Edinburgh Review. That he had some notice of 
what was to be expected from that quarter, appears 
by the following letter to his friend, Mr. Becher. 



TO MR. BECHER. 



s Hotel, Feb. SG. IS08. 



" My dear Becher, 

" Now for Apollo. 
retain your predilei 
me some share of praise 
once, that a most violei 



1 happy that you still 
I, and that the public allow 
. I am of so much import- 
it attack is preparing for me 
in the nextnumber of the Edinburgh Review. This 
I had from the authority of a friend who has seen the 
proof and manuscript of the critique. You know the 
system of the Edinburgh gentlemen is universal 
attack. They praise none ; and neither the public 
nor the author expects praise from them. It is, how- 
ever, something to be noticed, as they profess to 
pass judgment only on works requiring the public 
attention. You will see this when it comes out; — 
it is, I understand, of the most unmerciful descrip- 
tion ; but I am aware of it, and hope you will not be 
hurt by its severity. 

" Tell Mrs. Byron not to be out of humour with 
them, and to prepare her mind for the greatest hos- 
tility on their part. It will do no injury whatever, 
and I trust her mind will not be ruffled. They de- 
feat their object by indiscriminate abuse, and they 
never praise except the partisans of Lord Hollaod 
and Co. It is nothing to be abused when Southey, 
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Moore, Lauderdale, Strangford, and Pitytie Knight, 
share the same fate. 

"I am sorry — but ' Childish Recollections' must 
be suppressed during this edition. 1 have alterct^ 
at your suggestion, the obnoxiom allusions in the 
sixth stanza of my last ode. 

" And now, my dear Becher, I must return my beat 
acknowledgments for the interest you have taken in 
me and my poetical bantlings, and I shall ever be 
proud to show how much I esteem the advice and 
the adviser. Believe me, most truly," &c. 

Soon after this letter appeared the dreaded article, 
— an article which, if not "witty in itself," deserved 
eminently the credit of causing "wit in others." Sel- 
dom, indeed, has it fallen to the lot of the justest 
criticism to attain celebrity such as injustice has pro- 
cured for this i nor as long as the short, but glorious 
race of Byron's genius is remembered, can the critic, 
whoever he may be, that so umntentionally minis- 
tered to its first start, be forgotten. 

It is but justice, however, to remark, — without at 
the same time intending any excuse for the contemp- 
tuous tone of criticism assumed by the reviewer, — 
that the early verses of Lord Byron, however distin- 
guished by tenderness and grace, give but little pro- 
mise of those dazzling miracles of poesy with which 
he afterwards astonished andenchanted the world; 
and that, if his youtliftil verses now have a peculiar 
charm m our eyes, it is because we read them, as it 
were, by the light of his subsequent glory. 

There is, indeed, one point of view, in which these 
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a subject of more fearful beauty than the fine counts* 
nance of the young poet must have exhibited 
collected energy of that crisis. HU pride had been 
wounded to the quick, and liis ambition humbled; — 
but this feeling of liumiliation lasted but for a mo- 
ment. The very re-action of his spirit against ag- 
gression roused him to a full consciousness of his 
own powers"; and the pain and the shame of the 
injury were forgotten in the proud certainty of 
revenge. 

Among the less sentimental effects of this reviewi 
upon his mind, he used to mention that, on the day 
he read it, he drank three bottles of claret to bis own- 
share after dinner ; — that nothing, however, relieved 
him till he liad given vent to his indignation inrhymei 
and that " after the first twenty lines, he felt himsedf 
considerably better." His cliief care, indeed, afteiv 
wards, was amiably devoted, — as we have seen it 
was, in like manner, before the criticism, — to allay- 
ing, as far as he could, the sensitiveness of hiit 
mother ; who, not having the same motive or power 
to summon up a spirit of resistance, was, of course, 
more helplessly alive to this attack upon his fame, and 
felt it far more than, after the first burst of indig- 

• " 'Tis a quality very observnble in human nature, thai, 

any opposition wliich does not entirely discotirage and intinii- J 

date us, has lather a contrary elfect, and inspires us witb a> I 

more than ordinary grandeur and magnanimity. In coUecU [ 

ing our force lo overcome the opposition, we invigorate the I 
soul, and give it an elevation with which otherwise it wotUd 

never have been acquainted." — Huue, Treotiic of HumoK I 
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nation, he did hiinself. But the state of liis mind 
upon the subject will be best understood from the 
following letter. 

Lettek25. to MR. BECHER. 

" Dorant's, March 28. 1808. 

"I have lately received a copy of the new edition 
from Ridge, and it is high time fra-rae to return my 
best tlianksito you for the trouble you have taken in 
the superintendence. This 1 do most sincerely, and 
only regret that Ridge has not seconded you as I 
could wish, — at least, in the bindings, paper, &c., of 
the copy he sent tome. Perhaps those for the pub- 
lic may be more respectable in such articles. 

You have seen the Edinburgh Review, of course. 
I regret that Mrs. Byron is so much annoyed. For 
my own part, these 'paper bullets of the brain' 
have only taught me to stand fire ; and, as 1 have 
been lucky enough upon the whole, my repose and 
appetite are not discomposed. Pratt, the gleaner, 
author, poet, &c. &c., addressed a long rhyrabg 
epistle to me on the subject, by way of consolation ; 
but it was not well done, so I do not send it, though 
the name of the man might mate it go down. The 
E. R». have not performed their task well ; at least 
the literati tell me this ; and I think / could write a 
more sarcastic critique on myself than any yet pub- 
lished. For instance, instead of the remark, — ill- 
natured enough, hut not keen, — about Maopherson, 
1 (quoad reviewers) could have said, ' Alas, this 
imitation only proves the assertion of Dr. Johnson, 

VOL. 1. P 
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that many men, women, and children, could write 
■uch poetry as Ossian's.' 

" I am thin and in exercise. During the spring or 
summer I trust we shall meet. I hear Lord Ruthjn 
leaves Ncwstead in April. As soon as he quits it 

ever, I wish much you would take a ride over, 
survey the mansion, and give me your candid opinion 

the most advisable mode of proceeding with re- 
gard to the^u«. Entrenons,! am cursedly dipped; 
my debts, every thing inclusive, will be nine or ten 
thousand before I am twenty-one. Qut I have rea- 
Li to think my property will turn out better than 
general eK[.ectation may conceive' Of Newstead I 
have little hope or core ; but Hanson, my agent, in- 
timated my Lancashire property was wortli three 
Newsteads. I believe we have it hollow ; though 
the defendants are protracting the surrender, if 
possible, till after my majority, for tlie purpose of 
forming some arrangement with me, thinking 1 shall 
probably prefer a sum in hand to a reversion. 
Newstead I may tell; — perhaps I will not, -^ 
though of tliat more anon. I will come down in 
May or June. 

" Yours most truly," &c. 

The sort of life which be led at this period between 
the dissipations of London and of Cambridge, with- 
out a home to welcome, or even the roof of a single 
relative to receive him, was but little calculated to 
render him satisfied either with himself or the world. 
Unrestricted as he was by deference to any will but hie 
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own *, e¥en the pleasures to which he was naturally 
most inclineil prematurely palled upon him, for want 
of those best zests of all enjoyment, rarity and 
restraint. I have already quoted, from one of his 
note-books, a passage descriptive of his feelmgs on 
first going to Cambridge, in which he says that " one 
of the deadliest and heaviest feelings of his life was 
to feel that he was no longer a boy." — " From that 
moment (he adds) I began to grow old in my own 
esteem, and in my esteem age is not estimable. I 
took my gradations in the vices with great prompti- 
tude, but they were not to my taste ; for my early 
passions, though violent in the extreme, were con- 
centrated, and hated division or spreading abroad. 
1 could have left or lost the whole world with, or 
for, that which I loved ; but, though my tempera- 
ment was natm-ally burning, I could not share in the 
common-place libertinism of the place and time 
without disgust. And yet this very disgust, and 
my heart thrown back upon itself, threw me into 
excesses perhaps more fatal than those from which 
I shrunk, as fismg upon one (at a time) the passions 
which spread amongst many would have hurt onlv 
myself," 

Though, from the causes here alleged, the irregu- 
larities he, at this period, gave way to were of a 
nature far less gross and miscellaneous than those, 
perhaps, of any of his associates, yet, partly from the 
vehemence which this concentration caused, and, 

' " The colDur of our whole life is generally sucli ae the 
three or four first yisra in which we aie our own niEXSters 
mateit." — Cowpeh. 
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a tl)aC strange pride in his own errora,H 
iiltA him always to bring them forth i 
I conspicuous light, it so happened that one-l 
Hitler indiacretion, in his hands, was made to j 
titrlicr, if I may go express it, than a thousand i 
those of others. An instance of this, that O' 
about the time of which we are speaking, was, 1 a 
inclined to think, the sole foundation of the m 
terious allusions just cited. An amour (if it n 
be dignified with such a name) of that sort of casuatll 
description which less attachable natures would have's 
forgotten, and more prudent ones at least concealed, J 
was by him converted, at this period, and with c 
cumstances of most unnecessary display, into a cc 
nection of some continuance, — the object of it not] 
only becoming domesticated with him in lodgings 
Brompton, but accompanied him afterwards, dis;-! 
guised in boy's clothes, to Brighton. He introduced 1 
this young person, who used to ride about with him J 
in her male attire, as his younger brother ; and the I 
late Lady P * *, who was at Brighton at the time, j 
and had some suspicion of the real nature of the I 
relationship, said one day to the poet's companion,.! 
" What a pretty horse that is you are riding!" — •'■ 
" Yes," answered the pretended cavalier, " it was-| 
gave me by my brother !" 

Beattie tells us, of his ideal poet, — 

" The eiploits of strength, deilerity, or speed, 
To him nor vanity nor joy could bring." 

But far different were the tastes of the real [ 
Byron ; and among the least romantic, perhaps, ( 
the exercises in which be took delight was that g^ 
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boxing or sparring. Tliia taste it was that, at a very 
early pei-iod, brought him acquainted with the dis- 
tinguished professor of that art, Mr. Jackson, for 
whom he continued through life to entertain the 
sincerest regard, one of his latest works containing a 
most cordial tribute not only to the professional, but 
social qualities of this sole prop and ornament of 
pugilism. * During his stay at firighton this year, 
Jackson was one of his most constant visiters, — the 
expense of the professor's chaise thither and back 
being always defrayed by his noble patron. He 
also honoured with his notice, at this time, D'Egville, 
the ballet-master, and Grimaldi; to the latter of whom 
he sent, as I understand, on one of his benefit nights, 
a present of five guineas. 

Having been fiivoured by Mr. Jackson with copies 
of the few notes and letters, which he has preserved 
out of the many addressed to him by Lord Byron, I 
shall here lay before the reader one or two, which 
bear the date of the present year, and which, lliough 
referring to matters of no interest in themselves, 
give, perhaps, a better notion of the actual life and 
habits of the young poet, at this time, than could be 
afforded by the most elaborate and, in other respects, 
important correspondence. They will show, at least, 
how very little akin to romance were the early 
pursuits and associates of the author of Childe 

• " I refer lo my old friend onJ corporeal pastor and 
nuster, John Jackson, Esq. , Professor of Pugiliam, who I (ru^t 
ttiU retains the strengtii and sjrmmetr; of his model of a form, 
logcthet with his good humour and atbletic,iis well as mealal, 
accompliahmenu."— ' Jk^Dlc on Bon Juan, Canto It. 
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Harolil, and, combined with what we know of the I 
still less romantic youth of Shakspeore, prove how I 
unhurt the vital principle of genius con preserve 1 
itself evea in atmospheres apparently the i 
ungenial and n 
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TO MR. JACKSON. 



■• N. A., Nnltii. Sepumber 18. I80& | 
" Dear Jack, 

" I wish you would inform me what has bees I 
done by Jekyll, at No. iO. Sloane Square, cooceroiag j 
the pony I returned as unsound. 

" I have also to request you will call on Louch at I 
Brompton, and enquire what the devil he meant by | 
sending such an insolent letter to me at Brightonj I 
and at the same time tell him I by no means can T 
comply with the charge he has made for thingi | 
pretended to be damaged. 

" Ambrose behaved most scandalously about the 1 
pony. You may tell Jekyll if he does not refund 
the money, I shall put the affair into my lawyer's 
hands. Five and twenty guineas is a sound price 
for a pony, and by , if it costs me five hun- 
dred pounds, 1 will make an example of Mr. Jekyll, • 
and that immediately, unless the cash is returned. 
" Believe me, dear Jack," Sic, 

. 27. TO Mil. JACKSON. 

" N. A., Notts. October 4. 1S08. ] 

" You will make as good a bargain ( 
with this Master Jekyll, if he is not a gentles 
If he is a ffenileman, inform me, for I shall take very J 
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different steps. If he is not, you must get what you 
can of the money, for I have too much business on 
hand at present to commence an action. Besides, 
Ambrose is the man who ought to refund, — but I 
have done with him. You can settle with L. out of 
tlie balance, and dispose of the bidets, &c. as you 
best can. 

" I should be very glad to see you here ; but the 
house is filled with workmen, and undergoing a 
thorough repair. I hope, however, to be more for- 
tunate before many months have elapsed. 

" If you see Bold Webster, remember me to him, 
and tell him I have to regret Sydney, who has 
perished, I fear, in my rabbit warren, for we have 
seen nothing of him for the last fortnight. 

" Adieu. — Believe me," &c. 



LiiTKft 38. TO MR. JACKSON, 

•' N. A., Notts. December IS. ISOS. 
" My dear Jack, 

" You will get the greyhound from the owner 
at any price, and as many more of the same breed 
(male or female) as you can collect. 

"Tell D'Egville his dress shall be returned — I 
am obliged to him for the pattern. I am sorry you 
should have so much trouble, but I was not aware of 
tiie difHcuIty of procuring the animals in question. 
I shall have finished part of my mansion in a few 
weeks, and, if you can pay me a visit at Christmas, 
I shall be very glad to see you. 

" Believe me," &c 
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The ilress alluded to here was, no doubt, wanted 
ibr a private play, which he, at this time, got up at 
Newstead, and of which there are some further par- 
ticulars in the annexed letter to Mr. Becher. 



LnTi>S9. TO MR, BECHER. 

" NewsUad Abbe;, Hotts. Sept. 14. 180S. 

" My dear Bedier, 

" I am much obliged to you for your enquiries, 
and shall profit by them accordingly. I am going 
to get up a play here ; the hall will constitute a 
most admirable theatre. I have settled the dram. 
pers., and can do without ladies, as I have sonne 
young frieoils who will make tolerable substitutes 
for females, and we only want three male characters, 
beside Mr. Hobhouse and myself, for the play we 
have fixed on, which will be the Revenge. Pray 
direct Nicholson the carpenter to come over to me 
immediately, and inform me what day you will dine 
and pass the night here. 

" Believe me," &c- 



* 



n of this year, as the letters I 
have just given indicate, that he, for the first time, 
took up hb residence at Newstead Abbey. Having 
received the place in a most ruinous coodition front 
the hands of its late occupant, Lord Grey de Ruthyn, 
he proceeded immediately to repair and fit up some 
of the apartments, so as to render them — more 
with a view to his mother's accommodation than his 
own — comfortably habitable. In one of his letters 



I. Byron, published by Mr, Dallas, lie thus 
iS bis views and intentions on this subject. 



TO THE HONOURABLE' MRS. BYRON. 

" Newstefld Abbey, Nom. October 7. 1808. 

" Dear Madam, 

" I have no beds for the H • • s or any body 
else at present. The H • " a sleep at Mansfield. 
I do not know, that I resemble Jean Jacques Rous- 
eeau. I have no ambition to be like so illustrious a 
madman — but this I know, that I shall live in my 
own manner, and as much aione aa possible, 
When my rooms are ready I shall be glad to see 
you : at present it would be improper and uncom- 
fortable to both parties. You can hardly object to 
my rendering my mansion habitable, notwithstand' 
ing my departure for Persia in March (or May at 
farthest), since you will be tenant till my return ; 
and in case of any accident (for I have already 
arranged my will to be drawn up the moment I am 
twenty-one), I have taken cai-e you shall have the 
house and manor for life, besides a sufficient income. 
So you see my improvements are not entirely self- 
ish. As I have a fi'iend here, vfe will go to the In- 
firmary Ball on the 12th ; we will drink tea with Mrs. 
Byron at eight o'clock, and expect to see you at the 
ball. If that lady will allow us a couple of rooms to 
dress in, we shall be highly obliged : — if we are at 

• Thus addressed always by Lord Byron, but without any 
right Id the distinctiaa. 
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the bull by ten or eleven it will be time enough, and 
we shall return to Newstead about three or four. 
Adieu. 

" Believe me yours very truly, 

" Byron.' 

The idea, entertained by Mrs, Byron, of a resenwi 
blance between her son and Rousseau was founded! 
chieHy, we may suppose, on those habits of solitari. 
ness, in which he had even already shown a disposi- 
tion to follow that self'Contemplative philosopher, 
and which, manifesting themselves thus early, gain- 
ed strength as he advanced in life. In one of his 
Journals, to which I frequently have occasion to re- 
fer*, he thus, in questioning the justice of this com- 
parison between himself and Rousseau, gives, — aa 
usual, vividly, — some touches of his own disposition 
and habitudes: — 

" My mother, before I was twenty, would have it 
that I was like Rousseau, and Madame de StaS 
used to say so too in 1813, and the Edinburgh Re- 
view has something of tlie sort in its critique oa th* 
fourth Canto of Childe Harold. I can't see any 
point of resemblance : — he wrote prose, I verse; 
he was of the people ; I of the aristocracyf ; he 
was a philosopher ; I am none : he published his 
Rrst work at forty ; I mine at eighteen : his first es- 

• The Journal cnlillcd by himself " Detached Thoughts." ^ 
t Few philosophers, however, have been so indulgent ' 
the pride of binh as Rousseau. — " S'il est un orgudl par. I 
donnable (he Ea;s) aprds celui qui se dre du mfrite peisonoel, 1 
c'est lelui qui SB tjre de la naissance." — Coa/iaj, 
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Bay brought him universal applause; mine the con- 
trary: he married his housekeeper; I covild not 
keep house with my wife : he thouglit all the world 
in a plot againEt him ; my little world eeems to 
think me in a plot against it, if I may judge by their 
abuse in print apd coterie : he liked botany ; I like 
flowers, herbs, and trees, but know nothing of their 
pedigrees : he wrote music ; I limit my knowledge 
of it to what I catch by ear— I never could iearn any 
thing by study, not even a language — it was all by 
rote) and ear, and memory: hehada&uf memory ; 1 
had, at least, an excellent one (ask Hodgson the poet 
— a good judge, for he has an astonishing one) : he 
wrote with hesitation and care; I with rapidity, and 
rarely with pains : he could never ride, nor swim, 
nor ' was cunning of fence ; ' / am an excellent 
gwimmer, a decent, though not at all a dashing, rider, 
(havmg staved in a rib at eighteen, in the course of 
scampering), and was sufficient of fence, particularly 
of the Highland broadsword, — not a bad boxer, 
when I could keep my temper, which was difficult, 
but which I strove to do ever since I knocked down 
Mr. Purling, and put his knee-pan out (witli the 
gloves on), in Angelo's and Jackson's rooms in 1806, 
during the sparring, — and I was, besides, a very 
fair cricketer, — one of the Harrow eleven, when we 
played against Eton in 1805. Besides, Rousseau's 
way of life, his country, his manners, his whole cha- 
racter, were so very different, that I am at a loss to 
conceive how such a comparison could have arisen, 
as it has done three several times, and all in rather 
a remarkable manner. I forgot to say that lie was 
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alGO short-sighted, and that hitherto ray eyes have 
been the contrary, to such a degree that, in the 
largest theatre of Bologna, I distinguished and read 
some busts and inscriptions, painted near the stage, 
from a boK so distant and bo darkly lighted, that 
none of the company (composed of young and very 
bright-eyed people, some of them in the same 
box,) could make out a letter, and thought it vras 
a trick, though I had never been \n that theatre 
before. 

" Altogether, I think myself justified in thinking 
the comparison not well founded. I don't say this 
out of pique, for Rousseau was a great man ; and 
the thing, if true, were flattering enough ; — but I 
have no idea of being pleased with the chimera." 

In another letter to his mother, dated some weeks 
after the preceding one, he explains fijrther his plana 
both with respect to Newstead and his projected 

Litter 31. TO MRS. BYRON. 

" Ncwstefld Abbey, November S. 180S. 

" Dear Mother, 

" If you please, we will forget the things you 
mention. I have no desire to remember them. 
When my rooms are finished, I shall be happy to see 
you ; as I tell but the truth, you will not suspect me 
of evasion. I am furnishing the house more for you 
than myself, and I shall establish you in it before I 
sail for India, which I expect to do in March, if 
nothing particularly obstructive occurs. I am now- 
fitting up the green drawing-room ; the red for a 
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bed-room, and the rooina over as sleeping-rooms. 
They will be soon completed; — at least I hope so. 

" I wish you would enquire of Major Watson (who 
is an old Indian) what tilings will be necessary to 
provide for my voyage, I have already procured a 
friend to write to the Arabic Professor at Cambridge, 
for some information I am anxious to procure. I 
can easily get letters from government to the am- 
bassadors, consuls, &c., and also to the governors at 
Calcutta and Madras, I shall place my propertj' 
and my will in the hands of trustees till my return, 
and I mean to appoint you one. From H * • 1 have 
heard nothing — when I do, you shall have the par- 
ticulars. 

" After all, you must own my project is not a bad 
one. If I do not travel now, I never shall, and all 
men should one day or other, I have at present no 
connections to keep me at home ; no wife, or unpro- 
vided sisters, brothers, &c. I shall take care of you, 
and when I return I may possibly become a politi- 
cian, A few years' knowledge of other countries 
than our own will not incapacitate me for that part. 
If we see no nation but our own, we do not give 
mankind a fair chance : — it is from experience, not 
books, we ought to judge of tJiem. There is nothing 
like inspection, and trusting to our own senses. 



In the November of this year he lost his favourite 
dog. Boatswain, — tlie poor animal liaving been seized 
with afit of madness, at the commencement of which 
so little aware was Lord Byron of the nature of the 



malady, that he more than once, with his bare band, 
wiped away tlie slaver trom the dog's lips during the 
paroxysms. In a letter to his friend, Mr. Hodgson *, 
he thus annouDcea this erent: — "Boatswain is dead 1 
— he expired in a state of madness on the ISth, 
after suffering much, yet retaining all the gentleness 
of his nature to the last, never attempting to do the i 
least injury to any one near him, 1 have now lost j 
every thing except old Murray." 

The monument raised by him to this dog, — the 
most memorable tribute of the kind, since the Dog'i 
Grave, of old, at Salaniis, — is still a conspicuous oma- 
ment of the gardens of Newstead. The misanthropic 
verses engraved upon it may be found among hia 
poems, and the following is the inscription by which 
they are introduced : — 

" New this spot 

Are deposited the Remaina of one 

Who possessed Beauty niUiout Vaoily, 

Strength HithDul Insolence, 

Courage without Ferocity, 

And all the Virtues of Man nithout his Vices. 

This Praise, which would be muneuung FUtter; 

If inscribed over human ashes, 

li but a just tribute to the Memoiy of 

Boatswain, a Dog, 

Who was bom ot Newfoundland, May, 1803, 

And died at Newstead Abbey, November 18. 1808." 

• This gentleman, who took orders in the year 1BI4, is 
author of a spirited translation of Juvenal, and of other worka. '1 
of disljaguished merit. He was long !□ correspondence with T 
Lord Byron, and (o him I am indebted fur some interestiiig I 
letters of his noble friend, which will be given iu tlie 
the following pages. 
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The poet. Pope, when about the same age as the 
writer of this inscription, passed a similar eulogy on 
his dog *, at the expense of human nature ; adding, 
that " Histories are more full of examples of the 
iidelity of dogs than of friends." In a still sadder and 
bitterer spirit, Lord Byron writes of bis favourite. 

Melancholy, indeed, seems to have been gaining 
fast upon his mind at this period. In another letter 

« He had also, at una tiniD, b3 appears rrom an anecdote 
pmerved by Spence, some ttiuughts of burning Ehij dog in bis 

In speaking of tho members of Rousseau's domestic 
establishment, Hume says, " She (Ther&e) governs him us 
sbsotutelf as a muse docs a child. In her absence, his dog 
has acquired that ascendant. His afibcUon for that creature is 
bejondalleipreEsion or conception." — Private Convspimdencc. 
See an instance which be gives of this dog's influence over tlie 
philosopher, p. 143. 

In Bums's elegjr on the death of his favourite Mailie, «e 
And the tViendship even of a ^lieep set on a level with chat 
of man: — 

" Wi' liindl]i bleat, when she did spjr him. 
She ran wi' speed: 
A friend moir faithful ne'er came nigh him. 
Than Maihe dead." 
In speaking of the favourite dogs of great poets, we must 
not forget Cowper's little spaniel " Beau ; " nor will posterity 
fail to add to the list the name of Sir Walter Scott's " Maida." 
f In the epitaph, as first printed in his Iriend's Miscellany, 
this line runs thus ; — 

" I knew but one unchanged — and here he lies." 
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to Mr. Hodgson, lie says, — " You know laughi 
is the sign of a rational animal — so says Dr. " 
let. I think so too, but unluckily my spirits don'iy 
always keep pace with my opinions." 

Old Murray, the servant whom ho mentions, i) 
preceding extract, as the only faithftil follower e 
remaining to him, had long been in the service of 
the former lord, and was regarded by the young poet 
with a fondness of affection which it has seldom been 
the lot of age and dependence to inspire, " I havej 
more than once," says a gentleman who w 
time a constant visiter at Newstead, " seen Lord'^ 
Byron at the dinner-table fill out a tumbler of Ma- 
deira, and liand it over his shoulder to Joe Murray, 
who stood behind his chair, saying, with a cordiality 
that brightened his whole countenance, ' Here, mj , 
old fellow,'" 

The unconcern with which he could e 
allude to the defect in his foot is manifest from an* | 
other passage in one of these letters to Mr. Hodgsoiu-I 
That gentleman having said jestingly that some offl 
the verses in the " Hours of Idleness" were calcu-r 
lated to make schoolboys rebellious. Lord Byron ■! 
answers — " If my songs have produced the glorious .1 
effects you mention, I shall be a complete Tyrlteua ; , 
— though I am sorry to say I resemble that 
teresting harper more in his person than in 
poesy." Sometimes, too, even an allusion to thii^ 
infirmity by others, when he could perceive that r 
was not offensively intended, was borne by him with the 1 
most perfect good humour. " I was once present," 
says the friend I have just mentioned, " in a largej 



and mixed company, when a vulgar person asked him 
aloud^' Pray, my Lord, how is that foot of yours?' 
— ' Thank you, sir,* answered Lord Byron, with 
the utmost mildness — ' much the same as usual.'" 

Tlie following extract, relating to a reverend fi'iend 
of his Lordship, is from another of his letters to Mr. 
Hodgson, this year ; — 

" A few weeks ago I wrote to * * * , to request 
he would receive the son of a citizen of London, 
well known to me, as a pupil ; the family having 
been particularly polite during the short time I was 
with them induced me to this application. Now, 
mark what follows, as somebody sublimely saith. 
On this day arrives an epistle signed » * *, containing 
not tiie smallest reference to tuition or 2ntuition, but 
a/wtitioii for Robert Gregson, of pugilistic notoriety, 
now in bondage for certain paltry pounds sterling, 
and liable to take up his everlasting abode in Banco 
Regis. Had the letter been from any of my layac- 
^uaintance, or, in stiort, from any person but tlie 
gentleman whose signature it bears, 1 should have 
marvelled not. If * * * is serious, I congratulate 
pugilism on the acquisition of such a patron, and 
shall be most happy to advance any sum necessary 
for the liberation of the captive Gregson. But I 
certainly hope to be certified from you, or some 
respectable housekeeper, of the fact, before I write 
to • • * on the subject. When I say the fact, I 
mean of the letter being written by * * *, not having 
any doubt as to the authenticity of the statement. 
The letter is now before me, and 1 keep it for 3'our 
perusal." 



His time al Newstead during this 
principally occupied in enlarging and preparing his 
Satire for the press ; and with the view, perhaps, of 
mellowing his own judgment of its merits, by keep- 
ing it sonie time before his eyes in a printed form *, 
he had proofs taken off from the mamiscript by hi* 
former publisher at Newark. It is somewhat remark- 
able, that, excited as he was by tlie attack of the 
reviewers, and possessing, at all times, such rapid 
powers of composition, he should have allowed so 
long an interval to elapse between the agression and 
the revenge. But the importance of his next move 
in literature seems to have been fully appreciatedby 
him. He saw that his chances of future eminence 
now depended upon the effort he was about Co make, 
and therefore deliberately collected all his eoeigies 
for the spring. Among the preparatives by which 
he disciplined his talent lo the task was a deep 
study of the writings of Pope; and I have no doubt 
that from this period may be dated the enthusiastic 
Admiration which he ever after cherished for this 
great poet, — an admiration which at last extin- 
guished in him, afler one or two trials, all hope of 
pre-eminence in the same track, and drove him 
thencolbrth to seek renown in fields more open to 
com|ielition. 

The misanthropic mood of mind into which he 
bad fallen at this time, from disappointed affections 

• We are told ihal Wicland used to have his works printed 
Ihiw for tlie purpose of correction, and said that he (bond 
great advantage in it- The practice ia, it appears, not unusuoJ 




1 the briefest c 
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and thwarted hnpes, made the office' 
too congenial and welcome to his 9 
evident tliat this bitterness existed 
fency than his lieart ; and that the sort ot . 
now found in making war upon the world arost 
much less from the indiscriminate wounds he dealt 
around, tlian from the new sense of power he became 
conscious of in dealing them, and by which he more 
than recovered his former station in his own esteem. 
In truth, the versatility and ease with which, as shall 
presently be siiown, he could, . 
aideration, shift from praise ti> 
times, almost as rapidly, from censure to praise, 
shows how fanciful and transient were the impres- 
sions under which he, in many instances, pronounced 
his judgments ; and though it may in some degree 
deduct from the weight of his eulogy, absolves him 
also from any great depth of malice in his Satire. 

His coming of age, in 1809, was celebrated at 
Newst«ad by such festivities as his narrow means 
and society could furnish. Besides the ritual roast- 
ing of an ox, tliere was a ball, it seems, given on 
the occasion, — of which the only particular I could 
collect, from the old domestic who mentioned it, 
was, that Mr. Hanson, the agent of her lord, was 
among the dancers. Of Lord Byron's own method 
of commemorating the day, I find the following 
curious record in a letter written from Genoa in 
1822 : — " Did I ever tell you that the day I came 
of age 1 dined on eggs and bacon and a bottle of 
ale ? — For once in a way they are my favourite 
dish and drinkable; but ss neither of them agree 
Q 2 
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I never use them but on great jubilees,' 
once in four or five years or so." The pecuniaiy 
supplies necessary towards his outset, at this epoch, 
were procured from money-lenders at an enormously 
usurious interest, the payment of which for a long 
time continued to be a burden to him. 

It was not till the beginning of this year that he 
took his Satire, — in a state ready, as he thought, 
for publication, — to London. Before, however, he 
had put the work to press, new food was unluckily 
furnished to his spleen by the neglect with which 
he conceived himself to have been treated by his 
guardian. Lord Carlisle. The relations between 
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the interval between llie inditing of this couplet and 
the delivery of the manuscript to the press. Lord 
Byron, under the impression that it was customary 
for a young peer, on first talcing his seat, to have 
some friend to introduce him, wrote to remind Lord 
Carlisle that he should be of age at the commence- 
ment of the session. Instead, however, of the aort 
of answer which he expected, a mere formal, and, 
as it appeared to him, cold reply, acquainting him 
with the technical mode of proceeding on such occa- 
sions, was all that, in return to this application, he 
received. Disposed as he had been, by precedinj; 
drcumstances, to suspect his noble guardian of no 
very friendly inclinations towards him, this back- 
wardness in proposing to introduce him to the 
House (a ceremony, however, as it appears, by no 
means necessary or even usual) was sufficient to 
rouse in his sensitive mind a strong feeling of resent- 
ment. The indignation, thus excited, found avent, 
but too temptingly, at hand; — the laudatory couplet 
I have just cited was instantly expunged, and hia 
Satire went forth charged with those vituperative 
verses against Lord Carlisle, of whicli, gratilying as 
they must have been to his revenge at the moment, 
he, not long after, with the placability so inherent 
in his generous nature, repented.* 

" See Ilia line3 on Major Howard, the son of Lord Carlisle, 
vbo WHS killed at Walerlcxi : — 

*' Their praise i« hytnn'd by lof^er harps than mine; 
Yet one I would mIscI from that proud throng. 
Partly becnuse they blend me with his line, 
And parlltf that I did hit dre some wroTig" 
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Duriiig the progress of his poem through the 
press, he increased its length by more than a hun- 
dred lines 1 and made several alterations, one or two 
of which may be mentioned, as illustrative of that 
prompt susceptibility of new impressions and influ- 
ences which rendered both his judgment and feel- 
ings so variable. In the Satire, as it originally stoo^ 
was the following couplet : — 

" Though printers eoncicscend [he press to soil 
With odea by SmytJie, and epic songs bf Hoyli 

Of the injustice of these tines (unjust, it is but fair 
to say, to both the writers mentioned,) he, on th« 
brink of publication, repented; and, — as far, 
least, as regarded one of the intended victims, 
adopted a tone directly opposite in his printed Sa- 
tire, where the name of Professor Smythi 
tioned honourably, as it deserved, in conjunction with 
that of Mr. Hodgson, one of the poet's most valued, 
friends i — 

" Oh dark asylum of a Vandal nee '. 

At once the boast of learning and disgrace ; 

So sunk in duluess, and H> tost jn shame. 

That Smythc and Hodgsoo scarce redeem thy fame.' 

In another instance we find him " changing his 
hand " with equal facility and suddenness. The ori- 
ginal manuscript of the Satire contained this line, — 

** I leave topography to coxcomb Gell ; " 

but having, while the work was printing, become 
acquainted with Sir William Gell, he, without diffi- 
culty, by the change of a single epithet, converted, 
satire into eulogy, and the line now descends tQ 
posterity thus ; — 
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" I leave topography to cioisM: Gell."" 

Among the pasaageB added to the poem during 
its progress through the press were those lines de- 
nouncing the licentiousDess of the Opera. " Then 
let Ausonia," &c. which the young satirist wrote one 
night, atler returning, brimful of morality, from the 
Opera, and sent them early next morning to Mr. 
Dallas for insertion. The just and animated tribute 
to Mr. Crabbe was also among the af^cr-thoughts 
with which his poem was adorned ; nor can we doubt 
that both this, and the e(]ually merited eulogy on 
Mr. Rt^ers, were the disinterested and deliberate 
result of the young poet's judgment, as he had never 
at that period seen either of these distinguished 
persons, and the opinion he then expressed of their 
genius remained unchanged through life. With 

• In the 6ftli edition of the Satire (suppressed by him in 
1812) he again changed his mind respecting ihis gentleman, 
and allered the line to 

" I leave topography to rapid Gell ; " 
explaining his reasons far the change in the fallowing note: — 
*' ' Itapld,* indeed; — he topographised and typographised 
King Priam's dominions in three days. I called him ' cUssie ' 
before I saw the Troad, bnt anee have learned better than (o 
tack to his name what don't belong to it" 
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and changeable in his judgments. The variations 
of this nature in Pope's DuncioJ are well known; and the 
Abb4 Cotiii, it is said, owed the " painful pre-eminence" of 
his station in Boileau'a Satires to the unlucky convemeiice of 
his name as a rhyme. Of the generous change from censure 
to praise, (he poet Dante hail alresily set an example ; having, 
in his " Convito," lauded some of those persons whom, in his 
Commedia, be had Hunt severely lashed. 

114 



the author of the Pleasures of Memory he ahad 
wards became intimate, but with him, whom he 
so well designated as " Nature's sternest painter, 
the best," lie was never lucky enough to form any 
acquaintance ; — though, as my venerated friend and 
neighbour, Mr. Crabbe himself, tells me, they were 
once, without being aware of it. In the same inn 
together for a day or two, and must have frequently 
met, as they went in and out of the house, during 
the time- 
Almost every second day, while the Satire 
printing, Mr. Dallas, who had undertaken to su 
intend it through the press, received i'resh ma 
ibr the enrichment of its pages, from the auth( 
whose mind, once excited on any subject, knew 
end to the outpourings of its wealth. Id on< 
short notes to Mr. Dallas, he says, " Print s 
1 shall overflow with rhyme;" and it was, 
same manner, in all his subsequent publications, 
as long, at least, as he remained within reach of 
printer, — that he continued thus to feed the press, 
the very last moment, with new and " thick-comi 
fancies," which the re-perusal of what he had already 
written suggested to him. It would almost s 
indeed, from the estreme facility and rapidity 
which be produced some of hb brightest past 
during tlie progress of his works through the pi 
that there was in the very act of printing an exciti 
ment to his fency, and that the rush of his though! 
towards this outlet gave increased life and freshnee 
to their flow. 

Among the passing events from which he at 
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caught iilustrations for his poem was the melancholy 
death of Lord Falkland, — a gallant, but dissipated 
naval officer, with whom the habits of his town life 
had brought him acquainted, and who, about the be- 
ginning of March, was killed in a duel by Mr. Powell. 
That this event affected Lord Byron very deeply, the 
few touching sentences devoted to it in his Satire 
prove. " On Sunday night (he says) I beheld Lord 
Falkland presiding at his own table in all the honest 
pride of hospitality ; on Wednesday morning at three 
o'clock I saw stretched before me all that remained 
of courage, feeling, and a host of passions." But it 
was not by words only that he gave proof of sym- 
pathy on this occasion. The family of the unfor- 
tunate nobleman were left behind in circumstances 
which needed something more than the mere expres- 
sion of compassion to alleviate them ; and Lord Byron, 
notwithstanding the pressure of his own difficulties 
at the time, found means, seasonably and delicately, 
to assist the widow and children of his friend. In 
the following letter to Mrs. Byron, he mentions this 
among other matters of interest, — and in a tone of 
unostentatious sensibility highly honourable to him. 



Lbtieii sa 



TO MRS. BYHON. 

8. St. James's Street, March 6. 



" Dear Mother 

" My last letter was written under great depres- 
sion of spirits from poor Falkland's death, who has 
left without a shilling four children and his wife. I 
have been endeavouring to assist them, which, God 
knows, I cannot do as I could wish, from my own 
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embairassments and the many claims upon me front i^^^ 
oilier quarters. ^^| 

" What you say is all very true ; come what may, 
JVewslead and I sta/ul or tall together. I hase now 
lived on the spot, I have fixed my lieort upon it, and 
no pressure, present or future, shall induce me to 
barter the last vestige of our inheritance. I have 
that pride within me which will enable me to 
support difficulties. I can endure privations ; but 
could 1 obtain in exchange for Newstead Abbey the 
first fortune in the country I would reject the pro- 
position. Set your mind at ease on that score ; i 
Mr. H * * talks like a man of buBiness on the subject, ^^1 
— I feel like a man of honour, and I will not sdll^^H 
Newstead. ^^H 
" I shall get my seat on the return of the afSdavits ^^ 
from Carhais, in Cornwall, and will do something in 
the House soon : I must dash, or it is all over. My 
Satire must be kept secret for a month ; after that 
you may say what you please on the subject. Lorf 
C.has used me infamously, and refused to state anji 
"■ particulars of my family to the Chancellor. I bavf 
lashed him in my rhymes, and perhaps his Lordsh^ 
may regret not being more conciliatory. They ti 
me it will have a sale ; I hope so, for the booksell 
has behaved well, as far as publishing well goes. 
" Believe me, &c. 
"P.S. — You shall have a mortgage on one of the J 

Tlie affidavits which he here mentions, as e: 
from Cornwall, were those required in proof of ib^ 
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marrmge of Admiral Byron with Miss Trevanion, the 
solemnisation of which having taken place, as it 
appears, in a private chapel at Carhais, no regular 
certificate of the ceremony could be produced. The 
delay in procuring other evidence, coupled with the 
refusal of Lord Carlisle to afTord any explanations 
respecting his family, interposed those difficulties 
which he alludes to in the way of his taking his seat. 
At length, all the necessary proofs having been 
obtained, he, on the 13th of March, presented him- 
self in the House of Lords, in a state more lone and 
unfriended, perhaps, than any youth of his high 
station had ever before been reduced to on such an 
occasion, — not having a single individual of his own 
class either to take him by the hand as friend or 
acknowledge him as acquaintance. To chance atone 
was he even indebted for being accompanied as far 
as the bar of the House by a very distant relative, 
who had been, little more than a year before, an 
utter stranger to him. This relative was Mr. Dallas ; 
and the account which he has given of the whole 
scene is too striking in all its details to be related in 
any other words than his own : — 

" The Satire was published about the middle of 
March, previous to which he took his scat in the 
House of Lords, on the I3th of the same month. 
On that day, passing down St. James's Street, but 
with no intention of calling, I saw his chariot at his 
door, and went in. His countenance, paler than 
usual, showed that his mind was agitated, and that 
he was thinking of the nobleman to whom he had 
once looked for a hand and countenance in his 
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introduction to the House. He said to me — ' 
glad you happened to come in ; I am going to 
my seat, perhaps you will go with me.' I expresai 
my readiness to attend him; while, at the same time, 
I concealed the shock I felt on thinking that this 
young man, who, by birtli, fortune, and talent, stood 
high in life, should have lived so unconnected and 
neglected by persons of his own rank, that there 
was not a single member of the senate to which he 
belonged, to whom lie could or would apply 
introduce him in a manner becoming his birth. 
Baw that he felt the situation, and I fully p( 
his indignation. 

" After some talk about tlie Satire, the last sheets 
of which were in the press, I accompanied liOrd 
Byron to the House. He was received in one of 
the ante-chambers by some of the officers in attend- 
ance, with whom he settled respecting the fees he 
had to pay. One of them went to apprise the Lord 
Chancellor of his being there, and soon returned 
him. There were very few persons in the Hoi 
Lord Eldon was going through some ordinary bi 
ness. When Lord Byron entered, I thought 
looked still paler than before ; and he certainly vt 
a countenance in which mortification was min| 
with, but subdued by, indignation. He passed 
woolsack without looking round, and advanced 
the table where the proper officer was attending 
administer the oaths. When he had gone throi 
them, the Chancellor quitted his seat, and v 
towards him with a smile, putting out his I 
warmly to welcome him; and, lliough I did 
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catch hia words, I saw that he paid him some com- 
pliment. This was all tlirown away upon Lord 
fiyroD, who made a stiiF bow, and put the tips of hia 
fingers into the Chancellor's hand. The Cliancellor 
did not press a welcome so received, but resumed 
his seat ; wliile Lord Byron carelessly seated himself 
for a few minutes on one of the empty benches to the 
left of the throne, usually occupied by the lords in 
opposition. When, on his joining me, I expressed 
what I had felt, he said — ' If I had shaken hands 
heartily, he would have set me down for one of 
his party — but I will have nothing to do with any 
of them, on either side ; I have taken my seat, and 
now I will go abroad.' We returned to St. James's 
Street, but he did not recover his spirits." 

To this account of a ceremonial so trying to the 
proud spirit engaged in it, and so little likely to abate 
the bitter feeling of misanthropy now growing upon 
liim, I am enabled to add, from his own report in 
one of his note-books, the particulars of the short 
conversation which he held with the Lord Chancellor 
on the occasion: — 

" When I came of age, some delays, on account 
of some birth and marriage certificates from Corn- 
wall, occasioned me not to take my seat for several 
weeks. When these were over, and I liad taken the 
oatlis, the Cliancellor apologised to me for the delay, 
observing ' tliat these forms were a part of his duty.' 
I begged him to make no apology, and added (as he 
certainly had shown no violent hurry), ' Your Lord- 
ship was exactly like Tom Timmb' (which was then 
being acted) — ' you did your duty, and you did tut 



Id a few days after, the Satire made its appearance] 

and one of the first copies was sent, with the foUi 
ing letter, to his friend Mr. Harness. 

LiTTMn 33. TO MR. HARNESS. 

" B. Sl James's Strwt, March IB. 1809. 

" Tliere was no necessity for your excuses : if 
you have time and inclination to write, ' for what 
we receive, the Lord make us thankful,' — if I do 
not hear from you I console myself widi the it 
that you are much more agreeahly employed. 

" I send down to you by this post a certain Si 
lately published, and in return for the three and 
pence expenditure upon it, only beg that if you 
should guess the author, you will keep his name 
secret ; at least for the present, London is full of 
the Duke's business. The Commons have been at 
it these last three nights, and are not yet come to a 
decision. T do not know if the aifair will be brought 
before our House, unless in the shape of an impeach- 
ment. If it makes its appearance in a debatable 
form, 1 believe I shall be tempted to say something 
on the subject. — I am glad to hear you like Cam- 
bridge ; firstly, because, to know that you are happy 
is pleasant to one who wishes you all possible sub- 
lunary enjoyment ; and, secondly, I admire the mo- 
rality of the sentiment. Alma Mater was to me 
inj'usta mmerca; and the old beldam only gave me 
my M. A. degree because she could not avoid it. *■ 

* In another letter la Mr. Harney iaisi Febi 
be nys, » I do not know hovr you aad Alma Mnur agree. 
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You know what a farce a noble Cantab, must per- 

" I am going abroad, if possible, in the spring, and 
before I depart I am collecting tlie pictures of roy 
most intimate schoolfellows ; I Iiave already a few, 
and shall want yours, or my cabinet wili be iiicom- 
|)lete. I have employed one of the first miniature 
painters of the day to talce them, of course, at my 
own expense, as I never allow my acquaintance to 
incur the least expenditure to gratify a whim of 
mine. To mention this may seem indelicate ; but 
when I tell you a frieod of ours first refused to sit, 
under the idea that he was to disburse on the 
occasion, you will see that it is necessary to state 
these preliminaries to prevent the recurrence of any 
similar mistake. I shall see you in time, and will 
carry you to the limner. It will be a tax on your 
patience for a week, but pray excuse it, as it is 
possible the resemblance may be the sole trace I 
shall be able to preserve of our past friendship and 
acquaintance. Just now it seems foolish enough, 
but in a few years, when some of us are dead, and 
others are separated by inevitable circumstances, it 
will be a kind of satisfaction to retain in these 
images of the living the idea of our former selves, 
and to contemplate, in the resemblances of the dead, 
all that remains of judgment, feeling, and a host of 
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passions. But all this will be dull eoough for joUf 
and so good night, and to end my chapter, or ratherfl 
my homily, believe me, my dear H^ yours moBtl 
aiFectionately." 

In this romantic design of collecting together the J 
portraits of his school friends, we see the nature 
working of an ardent and disappointed heart, which,! 
as the future began to darken upon it, clung withT^ 
fondness to the recollections of the past; 
despair of finding new and true friends, 
happiness but in preserving all it couM of the old.'! 
But even here, his sensibility had to encounter one I 
of those freezing checks, to which feelings, so much.] 
above the ordinary temperature of the world, ar&B 
but too constantly exposed ; — it being from o 
the very friends thus fondly valued by him, that he 
experienced,onleavingEngland,that mark of neglect 
of which he so indignantly complains in a note on the 
second Canto of Childe Harold, — contrasting with J 
this conduct the fidelity and devotedness he had justl 
found in his Turkish servant, Dervish. Mr. Da11as,1 
who witnessed the immediate effect of this slight'1 
upon him, thus describes his emotion : — 

"I found him bursting with indignation. ' Will] 
you believe it ?' said he, ' I have just met • • •, and J 
asked him to come and sit an hour with me ; he ex-^ 
cused himself i and what do you thinly was his e 
cusc? He was engaged with his mother and somffl 
ladies to go shopping I And he knows I set out tii-| 
morrow, to be absent for years, perhaps ni 
return I — Friendship I I do not believe I akt 
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leave behind me, yourself and family excepted, and 
perhaps my mother, a single being who will care what 
becomes of me. '" 

From his expressions in a letter to Mrs. Byron, 
already cited, tliat he must " do something in the 
House soon," as well as from a more definite inti- 
mation of the same intention to Mr. Harness, it would 
appear that he had, at tiiis time, serious thoughts of 
at once entering on the high political path which his 
station as an hereditary legislator opened to him. 
But, whatever may have been the first movements of 
his ambition in this direction, they were soon relin- 
quished. Had he been connected with any distin- 
guished political families, his love of eminence, 
seconded by such example and sympathy, would have 
impelled him, no doubt, tu seek renown in the fields 
of party warfare where it might have been his fate 
to afford a signal instance of that transmuting process 
by which, as Pope says, the corruption of a poet 
sometimes leads to the generation of a statesman. 
Luckily, however, for the world (though whether 
luckily for himself may be questioned), the brighter 
empire of poesy was destined to claim him all its 
own. The loneliness, indeed, of his position in so- 
ciety at this period, left destitute, as he was, of all 
those sanctions and sympathies, by which youth at 
its first start is usually surrounded, was, of itself, 
enough to discourage him from embarking in a pur- 
suit, where it is chiefly on such extrinsic advantages 
that any chance of success must depend. So far 
from taking an active part in the proceedings of his 
noble brethren, he appears to have regarded even 
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the ceremony of his atteoilance among them as ii 
some and mortifying ; and in a few days after ' 
admission to his seat, he withdrew himself in dia- 
gust to the seclusion of his own Abbey, there to 
brood over the bitterness of premature experience, 
or meditate, in the scenes and adventures of other 
lands, a freer outlet for his impatient spirit than it 
could command at home. 

It waa not long, however, before he was summon- 
ed back to town by the success of his Satire, — 
quick sale of which already rendered the prepara^ 
of a new edition necessary. His zealous agent, 
Dallas, had taken care to transmit to him, 
tirement, all the favourahle opinions of tile work he 
could collect ; and it is not unamusing, as showing 
the sort of steps by which Fame at first mounts, to 
find the approbation of such authorities as Pratt and 
the magazine writers put forward among the first 
rewards and encouragements of a Byron. 

" You are already (he says) pretty generally known 
to be the author. So Cawthorn tells me, and a 
proof occurred to myself at Hatchard's, the Queens 
bookseller. On enquiring for the Satire, he told me 
that he hod sold a great many, and had none left, 
and was going to send for more, which I afterwards 
found he did. I asked who was the author ? He 
said it was believed to be Lord Byron's. Did Ae 
believe it? Yes he did. On asking the ground of 
his belief, he told me that a lady of distinction 
had, without hesitation, asked for it as Lord Byron's 
Satire. He likewise informed me that he had en- 
quired of Mr. Gifford, who fi:equents bis shop, if it 
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was yours. Mr. Gifford denied any knowledge of the 
author, but spoke very highly of it, and said a copy 
had been sent to him. Hatchard assured me tliat 
all who came to his reading-room admired it. Caw- 
thorn tells me it is universally well spoken of, not 
only among his own customers, but generaUy at al. 
the booksellers. I heard it highly praised at my 
own publisher's, where 1 have lately called several 
times. At PhilUps's it was read aloud by Pratt to 
a circle of literary guests, who were unanimous in 
their applause : — The Anti-jacobin, as well as the 
GenUeman'a Magazine, has already blown the trump 
of fame for you. We shall see it in the other Re- 
views next month, and probably in some severely 
handled, according to the connection of the pro- 
prietors and editors with those whom it iBshes." 

On his arrival in London, towards the end of 
April, he found the first edition of his poem nearly 
exhausted; and set immediately about preparing 
another, to which he determined to prefix his name- 
The additions he now made to the work were con- 
siderable, — near a hundred new lines bemg intro- 
duced at the very opening*, — and it was not till 
about the middle of the ensuing month that the new 
edition was ready to go to press. He had, during 
his absence from town, fixed definitely with his friend. 
Mr. Hobhouse, that they should leave England to- 
gether on tlie following June, and it was hts wish to 
see the last proofs of the volume corrected before 
his departure. 

• The poem, in the first edition, began at the line, 
" Time naa era yet, in tbese degenerate days." 
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Among the new features of this edition was a Post- 
script to the Satire, in prose, which Mr. Dallas, much 
to the credit of his discretion and taste, most ear- 
nestly entreated the poet to suppress. It is to be 
regretted that the adviser did not succeed in his 
efforts, as there runs a tone of bravado through this 
ill-judged effusion, which it is, at all times, painful to 
see a brave man assume. For instance : — ''It may 
be said," he observes, '' that I quit England because 
I have censured these ' persons of honour and wit 
about town ;' but I am coming back again, and their 
vengeance will keep hot till my return. Those who 
know me can testify that my motives for leaving 
England are very different from fears, literary or 
personal ; those who do not may be one day con- 
vinced. Since the publication of this thing, my 
name has not been concealed ; I have been mostly 
in London, ready to answer for my transgressions, 
and in daily expectation of sundry cartels ; but, alas, 
* the age of chivalry is over,' or, in the vulgar tongue, 
there is no spirit now-a-days." 

But, whatever may have been the faults or indis- 
cretions of this Satire, there are few who would now 
sit in judgment upon it so severely as did the author 
himself, on reading it over nine years after, when he 
had quitted England, never to return. The copy 
which he then perused is now in possession of Mr. 
Murray, and the remarks which he has scribbled over 
its pages are well worth transcribing. On the first 
leaf we find — 

" The binding of this volume is considerably too 
valuable for its contents. 
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. " Nothing but the consideration of its being the 
property of' another prevents me from consigninij 
this miserable record of misplaced anger and indis- 
criminate acrinnony to the flames, B." 
Opposite the passage, 

>' to be milled 
By Jeffrey's heait, or Lamb's Bieodan head," 

ia written, " Tliis was not just. Neither the heart 
nor the head of these gentlemen are at all what 
they are here represented." Along the whole of 
the severe verses against Mr, Wordsworth he has 
scrawled " Unjust," — and the same verdict is affixed 
to those against iVIr. Coleridge. On his unmeasured 
attack upon Mr. Bowles, the comment is, — "Too 
savage all this on Bowles ;" and down the margin of 
die page containing the lines, " Health to immortal 
Jeffrey," &c, he writes, — " Too ferocious — this is 
mere insanity;" — adding, on the verses that follow 
("Can none remember that eventfiil day? "&c.), "All 
this is bad, because personal." 

Sometimes, however, he shows a disposition to 
stand by his original decisions. Thus, on the passage 
relating to a writer of certain obscure Epics (v. 793,), 
he says, — "All right ;" adding, of the same person, 
" I saw some letters of this fellow to an unfortunate 
poetess, whose productions (which the poor woman 
by no means thought vainly of) he attacked so roughly 
and bitterly, that I couldhardiy regret assailing him; 
— even were it unjust, which it is not ; for, verily, 
he i* an ass." On the strong lines, too (v, 953.), upoa 
Clarke (a writer in a magazine called the Satirist), 



246 



IS well d&-^^H 



he remarks, — " Right enough, - 
served, and well laid on." 

To the whole paragraph, beginning " Elustrioiu 
Holland," are affixed the words " Bad enough ; — and 
on mistaken grounds besides." The bitter verses 
i^;ainst Lord Carlisle he pronounces "Wrong also; — 
the provocation was not sufficient to justify such acer- 
bity;" — and of a subsequent note respecting the 
same nobleman,he says, "Much too savage, whatever 
the foundation may be." Of Rosa Matilda{v. 738.) he 
tetU us, " She has since married the Morning Post) 
— an exceeding good match." To the verses, " When 
some brisk youth, the tenant of a stall," &c., he has 
appended the following interesting note: — "This 
ivas meant at poor Blackctt, who was tlien patronised 
by A. I. B.*; — but thatl did not know, or this would 
not have been written ; at least I think not." 

Farther on, where Mr. Campbell and other poets 
are mentioned, the following gingle on the names of 
ilteir respective poems is scribbled: — 

" Pretty Miss Jacqueline 
Hod a Dosti aquiline; 
And would assert rude 
Things of Miss Gertrude ; 
While Mr. MarmiDU 
Led a great anny on. 
Making Kchama look 
Like a fierce MamBlnke." 

Opposite the paragraph in praise of Mr. Crabbe 
he has written, " I consider Crabbe and Coleridge 
as the first of these times in point of power and 
genius." On his own line, in a subsequent paragraph* 

•adj Bjion, then Miss MJlbank. 
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" And glory, like the phiEnix mid her fires," he saya, 
comically, " The devil take that phunix — how 
came it there?" and his concluding remark on the 
whole poem is as follows : — 

" Tlie greater part of this satire I most sincerely 
wish had never been written ; not only on account 
of the injustice of much of the critical and some of 
the personal part of it, but the tone and temper are 
such as I cannot approve. Byron. 

" Diodau, Goneia, July 14. IS16. " 

While engaged in preparing his new edition for 
the press, he was also gaily dispensing the hospitali- 
ties of Newstead to a party of young college friends, 
whom, with the prospect of so long an absence from 
England, he had assembled round him at the Abbey, 
for a sort of festive farewell. The following letter 
from one of the party, Charles Skinner Matthews, 
though containing much less of the noble host him- 
self than we could have wished, yet, as a picture, 
taken freshly and at the moment, of a scene so preg- 
nant with character, will, I have little doubt, be 
highly acceptable to the reader. 



• My dear — , 

" I must begin witli givuig you a few particu- 
lars of the singular place which I have lately quitted. 
" Newstead Abbey is situate 136 miles from Lon- 
don, — four on this side Mansfield. It is so fine a 
R 4 
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piece of antiquity, that I should think there must be 
a description, and, perhaps, a picture of it in Grose. 
The ancestors of its present owner came into pos- 
session of it at the time of the dissolution of the 
monasteries, — but the building itself is of a much 
earlier date. Though sadly fallen to decay, it is still 
completely an abbey, and most part of it is stiU 
standing in the same state as when it was first built. 
There are two tiers of cloisters, with a variety of 
cells and rooms about them, which, though not 
inhabited, nor in an inhabitable state, might easily 
be made so ; and many of the original rooms, 
amongst which is a fine stone hall, are still in use. 
Of the abbey church only one end remains ; and the 
old kitchen, with a long range of apartments, is re- 
duced to a heap of rubbish. Leading from the 
abbey to the modern part of the habitation is a 
noble room seventy feet in length, and twenty-three 
in breadth ; but every part of the house displays 
neglect and decay, save those which the present 
Lord has lately fitted up. 

" The house and gardens are entirely surrounded 
by a wall with battlements. In front is a large lake, 
bordered here and there with castellated buildings, 
the chief of which stands on an eminence at the 
further extremity of it. Fancy all this surrounded 
with bleak and barren hills, with scarce a tree to be 
seen for miles, except a solitary clump or two, and 
you will have some idea of Newslead. For the late 
Lord being at enmity with his son, to whom the 
estate was secured by entail, resolved, out of spite 
to the same, that the estate should descend to him 
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aiserable a plight as he could possibly reduce 
for which cause, he took no care of the man- 
Bion, and fell to lopping of every tree he could lay 
hands on, so furiously, that he reduced imtnense 
tracts of woodland country to the desolate state I 
have just described. However, hia son died before 
htm, so that all his rage was thrown away. 

" So much for the place, concerning which I have 
thrown together these few particulars, meaning my 
account to be, like the place itself, without any order 
or connection. But if the place itself appear rather 
strange to you, the ways of the inhabitants will not 
appear much less so. Asceod, then, with me the 
hall steps, that I may introduce you to my Lord and 
his visitants. But have a care how you proceed ; 
be mindful to go there in broad daylight, and with 
your eyes about you. For, should you make any 
blunder, — should you go to the right of the hall 
steps, you are laid hold of by a bear ; and should 
you go to the left, your case is still worse, for you 
run full against a wolf I — Nor, when you have at- 
tained the door, is your danger over ; for the hall 
being decayed, and therefore standing in need of 
repair, a bevy of inmates are very probably banging 
at one end of it with their pistols ; so that if you 
enter without giving loud notice of your approach, 
you have only escaped the wolf and the bear to 
expire by the pistol-shots of the merry monks of 
Newstead. 

" Our paity consisted of Lord Byron and four 
others, and was, now and then, increased by the 
presence of a neighbouring parson. As for our way 



of living, the order of the day was generally this: -« 
for breakfast we had do set hour, but each suited 
own convenience, — every thiDg remaining 
table till the whole party had done ; though bad one 
wished to breakfast at the early hour of ten, one 
would have been rather lucky t« find any of the 
servants up. Our average hour of rising was one. 
I, who generally got up between eleven and twelve, 
was always, — even when an invalid, — the first <rf 
the party, and was esteemed a prodigy of early 
rising. It was frequently past two before the 
breakfast party broke up. Then, for the amuse- 
ments of the morning, there was reading, fencing, 
single-stick, or shuttle-cock, in the great room ; prac- 
tising with pistols in the hall ; walking — riding — 
cricket — sailing on the lake, playing with the bear, 
or teasing the wolf. Between seven and eight we 
dined ; and our evening lasted from that time till one, 
two, Qr three in the morning. The evening diversionB 
may be easily conceived, 

" 1 must not omit the custom of handing rouni 
afler dinner, on the removal of the cloth, a human' 
skull tilled witli burgundy. After revelling 
choice viands, and tlie finest wines of France, we 
adjourned to tea, where we amused ourselves with 
reading, or improving conversation, — each, accoi 
ing to his fancy, — and, after sandwiches, &c. retil 
to rest. A set of monkish dresses, which had 
provided, with all the proper apparatus of ctosbi 
beads, tonsures, &c. often gave a variety to oi 
pearance, and to our pursuits. 

" You may easily imagine how chagrined 1 
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being ill nearly the first half of the time! was there. 
But I was led into a very different reflection from 
that of Dr. Swift, who left Pope's house without 
ceremony, and afterwards informed him, by letter, 
tliat it was impossible for two siclc friends to live 
together ; for I found my shivering and invalid 
frame so perpetually annoyed by the thoughtless 
and tumultuous health of every one about me, that 
I heartily wished every soul in the house to be as ill 
as myself. 

" The journey back I performed on foot, together 
with another of t!ie guests. We walked about 
twenty-five miles a day ; but were a week on the 
road, from being detamed by the rain. 

" So here I close my account of an expedition 
which has somewhat extended my knowledge of 
this country. And where do you think I am going 
next ? To Constantinople ! — at least, such an ex- 
cursion baa been proposed to me. Lord B. and 
another friend of mine are going thither next month, 
and have asked me to join the party; but it seems 
to be but a wild sdieme, and requires twice thinking 

" Addio, my dear I., yours very affectionately, 
"C.S. Mati 



Having put the finishing hand to his new edition, 

he, without waiting for the fresh honours that were 
in store for him, took leave of London (whither he 
had returned) on the 1 1 th of June, and, in about a 
fortnight after, sailed for Lisbon. 

Great as was the advance which his powers had 
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made, under the inHuence of that resentment from 
wliich he now drew his inspiralion, they were yet, 
even in his Satire, at an immeasurable distance from 
the point to which they afterwards so triumphantly 
rose. It is, indeed, remarkable that, essentiaUy aa 
his genius seemed connected with, and, as it were, 
springing out of his character, the developement of 
the one should so long have preceded the full niar 
turity of the resources of the other. By her very 
early and rapid expansion of his sensibilities, Nature 
had given him notice of what she destined him for, 
long before he understood the call ; and those ma- 
terials of poetry with which his own fervid tempera- 
ment abounded were but by slow degrees, and afler 
much self-meditation, revealed to him. In his Satire, 
though vigorous, there is but little foretaste of the 
wonders that followed it. His spirit was stirred, but 
he had not yet looked down into its depths, nor does 
even his bitterness taste of the bottom of the hear^ _ 
like those sarcasms which he afterwards flung in tl 
face of mankind. Still less had the other c 
feelings and passions, with which his soul had bee 
long labouring, found an organ worthy of them ; ■ 
thegloom, the grandeur, the tenderness of his natur^V 
all were left without a voice, till his mighty geniunj 
at last, awakened in its strength. 

In stooping, as he did, to write after establishet 
models, as well in the Satire as in his sti: 
poems, he showed how little he had yet explored h 
own original resources, or found out those distinctiVl 
marks by which he was to be known through i 
times. But, bold and energetic as was his gener 
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character, tie was, in a remarkable degree, diffident 
in his intellectual powers. The consciousnesB of 
what he could achieve was but by degrees forced 
upon him, and the discovery of so rich a mine of 
genius in his soul came with no less surprise on 
himself than on the world. It was from the same 
slowness of self-appreciation that, afterwards, in the 
iiill flow of his fame, he long doubted, as we shall 
see, his own aptitude for works of wit and humour, 
— till the happy experiment of" Beppo" at once 
dissipated this distrust, and opened a new region of 
triumph to his versatile and boundless powers. 

But, however far short of himself his first writings 
must be considered, there is in his Satire a liveliness 
of thought, and still more a vigour and courage, 
which, concurring with the justice of his cause and 
the sympathies of the public on his side, could not 
fell to attach instant celebrity to his name. Notwith- 
standing, too, the general boldness and recklessness 
of his tone, there were occasionally mingled with 
this defiance some allusions to his own fate and 
character, whose aff'ecting earnestness seemed to 
answer for their truth, and which were of a nature 
strongly to awaken curiosity as well as interest. One 
or two of these passages, as illustrative of tlie state 
of his mind at this period, I shall here extract. The 
loose and unfenced state in which his youth was 
left to grow wild upon the world is thus touchingly 
alluded to ; — 

" Ev'd I, leaal thinking of a IhoughtlcM throng, 
Jiut ikill'd lo know the right and choose the inoag. 
Freed at that age when Keason's shield U lost 
To fight m; coune through Pusion's counllesi host, 
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But the passage in which, hastily thrown off as it 

is, we find the strongest traces of that wount 
feeling, which bleeds, as it were, through all 
subsequent writings, is the following: — 

" The turn; hath been, when no harsh sound would {all 
From lips that now may seem imbued with gall. 
Nor rools nor follies lempt me to despise 
The meanest thing that crawl'd beneath my eyes. 
But now H> callous grown, $o changed from youti 

Some of the causes that worked this change in 
his character have been intimated in the course of 
ihe preceding pages. That there was no tiogc of 
bitterness in his natural disposition, we have abun- 
dant testimony, besides his own, to prove. Though, 
as a child, occasionally passionate and headstrong, 
his docility and kindness towards those who were 
themselves kind, is acknowledged by all ; and " play- 
ful " and " affectionate " are invariably the epithets 
bywhich those who knew him in his childhood coavef 
their impression of his character. 

Of all the qualities, mdeed, of bis nature, 

" In the MS, remarks on his Satire, to which I have Blrea^.! 
referred, he says, on this passage — " Yea, and a pretty d 
they have led me." 

t " Fool then, and but little wiser now." — 
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tionateoess seems to have been the moBt ardent and 
most deep. A disposition, on his own side, to form 
strong attachments, and a yearning desire aflet 
affection in return, were the feeling and the want 
that formed ttit; dream and torment of his existence. 
We have seen with what passionate enthusiasm he 
[hrew himself into his boyish friendships. The all- 
absorbing and unsuccessful love that followed was, 
if I may so say, the agony, without being the death, 
of this unsated desire, which lived on through his 
life, and filled his poetry with the very soul of ten- 
derness, lent the colouring of its light to even those 
unworthy ties which vanity or passion led him after' 
wards to form, and was the last aspiration of his 
fervid spirit in those stanzas written but a few 
months before his death ; — 

'• 'Tis dme [his heart should be unmoved, 
Since othete it lias ceased to move ; 
Tel^ though I canuot be beloved, 
Siill let me love ! " 
It is much, I own, to be questioned, whether, even 
under the most favourable circumstances, a dis- 
position such as I have here described could have 
escaped ultimate disappointment, or found any 
where a resting-place for its imaginings and desires. 
But, in the case of Lord Byron, disappointment met 
him on the very threshold of life. His mother, to 
whom his affections first, naturally with ardour, 
turned, either repelled them rudely, or capriciously 
trifled with them. In speaking of his early days to 
a friend at Genoa, a short time before his departure 
for Greece, he traced the first feelings of pain and 



humkliotton he had ever known to die coldness wi| 
which his mother had received his caresses 
fancy, and the frequent taunts on his personl 
defbrmily with which she had wounded hi 

The sympathy of a sister's love, of all the infli 
eoces on the mind of a youth the most softening, 
was also, in his early days, denied to him, — his sister 
Augusta and he having seen but little of each other 
while young. A vent through the calm channel of, 
domestic affections might have brought down 
high current of his feelings to a level nearer that 
the world lie had to traverse, and tlius saved thent 
from the tumultuous rapids and falls to which this 
early elevation, in their after-course, exposed tfaem. 
In the dearth of all homc'endearmcnts, his heart had 
no other resource but in those boyish friendships 
which he formed at school ; and when these were 
interrupted by his removal to Cambridge, he was 
again thrown back, isolated, on his own restless de- 
sires. Then followed Ids ill-fated attachment to 
Miss Chaworth, to which, more than to any other 
cause, he himself attributed the desolating change 
then wrought in his disposition. 

" I doubt sometimes (he says, in his ' Detached 
Thoughts,') whether, after all, a quiet and un- 
agitated life ivould have suited me ; yet I sometimes 
long for it. My earliest dreams {as most boys' 
dreams are) were martial i but a little later they 
were all for love and retirement, till the hopeless 
attachment toM***C*** began and continued 
(though sedulously concealed) very early in my 
-teens; and so upwards for a time. 7%is threw- roe 
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out again ' alone on a wide, wide sea.' In the year 
ISO* I recollect meeting my sister at General Har- 
court's, in Portland Place. 1 was then one thing, and 
as she had always till then found me. When we 
met again in 1S05 (she told me since) that my tem- 
per and disposition were so completely altered, 
that 1 was hardly tn be recognised. 1 was not then 
sensible of the change ; but I can believe it, and 
account for it." 

I have already described his parting with Miss 
Chaworth previously to her marriage. Once again, 
after that event, he saw her, and for the last time, 
— being invited by Mr. Chaworth to dine at An- 
nesley not long before his departure from England. 
The few years that had elapsed since their last meet- 
ing had made a considerable change in the appear- 
ance and maimers of the young poet. The fat, 
unformed schoolboy was now a slender and graceful 
young man. Tliose emotions and passions which 
at first heighten, and then destroy, beauty, had 
as yet produced only their favourable effects on his 
features ; and, though with but little aid from the 
example of refined society, bia manners bad sub- 
sided into that tone of gentleness and self-possession 
which more than any thing marks the well-bred gen- 
tleman. Once only was the latter of these qualities 
put to the trial, when the little daughter of bis fair 
hostess was brought into the room. At the sight of 
the child he started involuntarily, — it was with the 
utmost difficulty he could conceal his emotion ; and 
to the sensations of that mnment we are indebted 
for those touching stanzas, " Well — thou art happy," 
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&c.*, which appeared afterwards in a Miscellany 
published by one of his friends, and are now to be 
found in the general collection of his works. Under 
the influence of the same despondent passion, he 
wrote two other poems at this period, from which, 
as they exist only in the Miscellany I have just 
alluded to, and that collection lias for some time 
been out of print, a few stanzas may, not improperly, 
be exttacted here. 

" THE FAREWELL — TO A LADT-f 

" When man, eipell'd from Eden's bowers. 



•' But Randering on [brougb distant climes. 
He leamt to bear his load of grief; 
Just gave a sigh to other tira*s. 
And round in busier scenes relief. 

•■ Thus, lady j, musl it be with me, 

And I must view thy charms do more ! 
Par, whilst I linger near Ui thee, 

I sigh for all I knew before," &c. Ac. 

The Other poem is, throughout, full of tendjC 
ness ; but I shall give only what appear to i 
most striking stanzas. 

• Dated, in his original copy, Nov. 2. 1808. 

t Entitled, in his original manuscript, " To Mrs. • ■ •, on 
being asked my reason for quitting England in ilie spring." 
The date subjoined is Dec. 3. ISOS. 

t In his first copy, " Thus, Mary." 
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" STANZAS TO • • • ON LEAVING ENGLAND. 



The bark unfurls ber tnow)' sail 
And wbiading o'er the beading i 
Loud sings on high the fresb^nin 
And I must from this land be gone. 
Because I cannot love but one. 



blasi 



'> Ab some lone bird, without a mate. 
My weary hesrt is desolate ; 
I look around, and cannut trace. 
One fiiendly smile or welcome face. 
And eySi in crowds am still alone. 



leic; 






" And I will crona the whitening foam. 
And I will seek a foreign borne ; 
TiU 1 forget a false fair face, 
1 ne'er shall find a resting-place ; 
My own dork thoughts I (annot shun, 
But ever love, and love but one. 

There's not an eye will weep for me ; 
There's not a kind congenial heart, 
Where I can claim the meanest part ; 
Nor thou, who hast my hopes undone, 
Wilt sigh, although I love but one. 

• To think of every early scene, 

or what we are, and what we'ie bet^n, 
Would whelm some softer hearts with wi 
But mine, alas ! has stood the blow ; 
Yet still beats on as it begun, 
And never truly loves but one. 



Thou know'st Uie best, I feel ihe most ; 

But few (bat dweU beneath 

Have loved so long, and loved but 
" I've tried anolher's fettars, too, 

V/'uh charms, perchance, as tidt (o 

And I would fain have loved as wt 

But some unconquetable spell 

Forbade jay bleeding breast to owi 

A kindred care for aughi but one. 
" 'Twould soothe to take one lingering vi 

And bless thee in my last adieu ; 

Yet wish I not those eyea to vreep 

For him that wanders o'er the deep ; 

His home, hi* iiope, his youlh, are gone. 

Yet still he loves, and loves but one." • 

While thus, in all the relations of the heart, his 
thirst after affection was thwarted, in another instmct 
of his nature, not less strong — the desire of emi- 
□ence and distinction — he was, in an equal degree, 
checked in his aspirings, and mortified. The in- 
adequacy of his means to his station was early a 
source of embarrassment and humiliation to him ; 
and those high, patrician notions of birth in which 
he indulged but made the disparity between his for- 
tune and his rank the more galling. Ambition, 
liowever, soon whispered to him that there were 

• Thus conecled by himself in a copy of the Miscellany 
now io my possession ; — the Ivra lost lines being, originaUI^ 1 

" Though wheresoe'er my bark n: 
I love but thee, 1 love but one.' 
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Other and nobler ways to distinction. The eminence 
which talent builds for itself might, one day, he 
proudly felt, be his own ; nor was it too sanguine to 
hope that, under the favour accorded usually to 
youth, he might (rith impunity venture on his first 
sleps to fame. But here, as in every other object 
of his heart, disappointment and mortification awaited 
}iim. Instead of experiencing the ordinary forbear- 
ance, if not indulgence, with which young aspirants 
for fame are received by their critics, he found 
himself instantly the victim of such unmeasured 
severity as is not often dealt out even to veteran 
offenders in literature ; and, with a heart fresh from 
the triala of disappointed love, saw those resources 
and consolations which he had sought in the ex- 
ercise of his intellectual strength also invaded. 

While thus prematurely broken into the pains of 
life, a no less darkening effect was produced upon 
him by too early on initiation into its pleasures. 
That charm with which the fancy of youth invests 
an untried world was, in his case, soon dissipated. 
Hia passions had, at tlie very onset of their career, 
forestalled the future ; and the blank void that fol- 
lowed was by himself considered as one of ihc 
causes of that melancholy, whicli i 
deeply into his character. 

" My passions" (he says, in h 
Thoughts') "were developed very early - 
that few would believe me if I were to state the 
period and the facts which accompanied it. Per- 
haps this was one of the reasons which caused the 
.anticipated melancholy of my thoughts, — having 
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anticipated life. My earlier poems are the thoughts 
of one at lea^t ten years older than the age at which 
they were written, — I don't mean for their solidity, 
but their experience. The two first Cantos of Childe 
Harold were completed at twenty-two ; and they 
are written as if by a man older than I shall probably 
ever be." 

Though the allusions in the first sentence of 
extract have reference to a much earlier pent 
they afford an opportunity of remarking, that how- 
ever diBsipated may have been the life which he led 
during the two or three years previous to his de- 
parture on his travels, yet the notion caught up by 
many, from his own allusions, in Childe Harold, to 
irregularities and orgies of which Newstead had 
been the scene, is, like most other imputations. 
against him, founded on his own testimony, greatlj 
exaggerated. He describes, it is well known, 
home of his poetical representative ae a " mooast! 
dome, condemned to uses vile," and then adds,- 

" Where SuperBtition once had made her don. 

Now Paphian girls were known W sing and smile.' 

Mr. Dallas, too, giviug in to the same HtTBin 
exa^eration, says, in speaking of the poet's pt 
ationa for his departure, " already satiated 
pleasure, and disgusted with those companions wl 
have no other resource, he had resolved on masti 
ing his appetites;— he broke up bisharams." 
truth, however, is, that the narrowness of 
Hyron's means would alone have prevented 
oriental luxuries. The mode of his life at Newsti 
was simple and unexpensj ve. Hi8 companions, thi 
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not averse to convivial indulgenceg, were of habits 
aiitl tastes too intellectual tor mere vulgar de- 
bauchery; and, with respect to the alleged " ha- 
rams," it appears certain that one or two suspected 
" subintroducUe " (as the ancient monks of the 
abbey would have styled them), and those, tuu, 
among the ordinary menials of the establishment, 
were all that even scandal itself could ever fix upon 
to warrant such an assumption. 

That gaming was among hie follies at this period 
he himself tells us in the journal I have just 

" I have a notion (he says) that gamblers are as 
happy as many people, being always excited. Wo- 
men, wine, fame, the table, — even ambition, sate 
now and then ; but every turn of the card and cast 
of the dice keeps the gamester alive : besides, one 
can game ten times longer than one can do any 
thing else. 1 was very fond of it when young, that 
is to say, of hazard, for I hate all card games, — 
even faro. When maeco (or whatever they spell it) 
was introduced, I gave up the whole thing, for I 
loved and missed the rattle and dash of the box and 
dice, and the glorious uncertainty, not only of good 
tuck or bad luck, but oi any luck at all, as one had 
sometimes to throw ofien to decide at all. I have 
thrown as many as fourteen mains running, and 
carried off all the cash upon the table occasionally ; 
but I had no coolness, or judgment, or calculation. 
Itwas the delight of the thing that pleased me. Upon 
the whole, I left olf in time, without being much a 
winner or loser. Since one-and-twenty years of age 
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1 played but little, and then never above a liundre^j 

To this, and otlier follies of the same period, hrf 
alludes in the following note : — 

TO MB. WILLIAM BANKES. 

" Twelve o'clock, Friday night. 
" My dear Bankes, 

" I have juBt received your note ; believe me I 
regret most sincerely that I was not fortunate 
enough to see it before, as I need not repeat to you 
that your conversation for half an hour would have 
been much more agreeable to me than gambling or 
drinking, or any other fashionable mode of passing 

an evening abroad or at home I really am very 

sorry that I went out previous to the arrival of your 
despatch : in future pray let me hear from you 
before six, and whatever my engagements may be, 
I will always postpone them. — Believe me, with 
that deference which 1 have always from my child- 
hood paid to your talents, and with somewhat a 
better opinion of your heart than I have hitherto 
entertained, 

" Yours ever," &c. 

Among the causes — if not rather among tlie r 
suits — of that disposition to melancholy, whichij 
after all, perhaps, naturally belonged to his temper 
ment, must not be forgotten those sceptical vie* 
religion, which cloudeU,as has been shown, his boyi 
thoughts, and, at the time of which I am speakini 
gathered still more darkly over his mind. In gi 
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we find the young too ardently occupied with the 
enjoyments which this life gives or promises to afford 
either leisure or inclination for much enquiry into 
the mysteries of the next. But with hira it was 
miluckily otherwise ; and to have, at once, antici- 
pated the worst experience both of the voluptuary 
and the reasoner, — to have reached, as he sup- 
posed, the boundary of this world's pleasures, and 
see nothing but " clouds and darkness" beyond, was 
the doom, the anomalous doom, which a nature, pre- 
mature in all its passions and powers, inflicted on 
Lord Byron. 

When Pope, at the age of five-and- twenty, com- 
plained of being weary of the world, he was told by 
Swift that he " had not yet acted or suffered enough 
in the world to have become weary of if." But 
far different was tiie youtli of Pope and of Byron ; 
— what the former but anticipated in thought, the 
latter had drunk deep of in reality ; — at an age when 
the one was but looking forth on the sea of life, the 
other had plunged in, and tried its depths. Swift 
himaelf, in whom early disappointments and wrongs 
had opened a vein of bitterness that never again 
closed, affords a far closer parallel to the fate of our 
noble poet f, as well in the untimeliness of the trials 

* I giic (lie words HS Johnson has reported thetn; — in 
Swift's own letter they are, if I recollect right, rather 
different. 

f There is, ut least, one striking point of aimilaiitj between 
their characters in the disposition which Johnson has thus 
attribnted to Swift-. — " The suspicions of Swift's irreligion," 
he says, " proceeded, in a great measure, from his dread of 
hypocrisy; inslead of wiahine to setm belier, lit dctigliltd in 
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he had been doomed to encounter, as in the traces 
of their havoc whicli they left in his character. 

That the romantic fancy of youth, which courts 
melancholy as an indulgence, and loves to assume a 
sadness it has not had time to earn, may have had 
share in, at least, fostering the gloom by which 
the mind of the young poet was overcast, I am not 
disposed to deny. The circumstance, indeed, of his 
having, at this time, among the ornaments of his 
study, a Dumber of skulls highly polished, and placed 
on light stands round the room, would seem to in- 
dicate that he rather courted than shuuied such 
gloomy associations. * Being a sort of boyish mi- 
raickry, too, of the use to which the poet Young is 
said to have applied a skull, such a display might 
well induce some suspicion of the sincerity of his 
gloom, did we pot, through the whole course of his 
subsequent life and writings, track visibly the deep 
vein of melancholy which nature had imbedded in 
his character. 

Such was the state of mind and heart, — as, from 
his own testimony and that of otliers, I have collected 
it, — in which Lord Byron now set out on his inde- 

* Another use to which he appropriated one of the skulls 
found in digging at NewsCead was the having it mounted in 
silier, and eonvEitGd into a drinking-cup. This whim bas 

and the cup itself, which, apart from any rcolting idess it may 
excite, forms hj no means an inelegant object to the eye, is, 
witli ntsny other interesting relics of Lord Byron, ia the pos- 
aeaaion of the present proprietor of Newstead Abbejr, CoUrnet 
Wildman. 



finite pilgrimage ; and never was there a change 
wrought in disposition and character to which Shok- 
speare's fancy of " sweet bells jangled out of tune" 
more truly applied. The unwillingness of Lord Car- 
lisle to countenance him, and his humiliating posi- 
tion in consequence, completed the full measure of 
that mortification towards which so many other 
causes had concurred. Baffled, as he had been, in 
his own ardent pursuit of aifection and friendship. 
his sole revenge and consolation lay in doubting that 
any such teelings really existed. The various crosses 
he had met with, in themselves sufficiently irritating 
and wounding, were rendered still more so by the 
high, impatient temper with which lie encountered 
them. What others would have bowed to, as mis- 
tbrtunes, his proud spirit rose against, as wrongs ; 
and the vehemence of this re-action produced, at 
once, a revolution throughout his whole character *, 
in which, as in revolutions of the political world, all 
that was bad and irregular in his nature burst forth 
with all that was most energetic and grand. The 
very virtues and excellencies of his disposition 
ministered to the violence of this change. The 
same ardour that had burned through his friendships 
and loves now fed the fierce explosions of his indig- 
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nation and scorn. His natural vivacity and humour 
but lent a fresher flotv to his bitterness *, till he, at 
last, revelled in it as an indulgence ; and that hatred 
of hypocrisy, which had hitherto only shown itself 
in a too shadowy colouring of his own youthful frail- 
ties, now hurried him, from his horror of all false 
pretensions to virtue, into the still more dangerous 
boast and ostentation of vice. 

The following letter to his mother, written a few 
days before he sailed, gives some particulars respect- 
ing the persons who composed his suit. Robert 
Ritshton, whom he mentions so feelingly in the post- 
script, was the boy introduced, as his page, in the 
first Canto of ChUde Harold. 






TO MRS. BYRON. 



" Falmouth, June 22. 1S09, 

" Dear Mother, 

" I am about to sail in a few days ; probably be- 
fore this reaches you. Fletcher begged so hard, 
that I have continued him in my service. If he 
does not behave well abroad, I will send him back 
in a transport. I have a German servant, (who has 
been with Mr. Wilbraliam in Persia before, and was 
strongly recommended to me by Dr. Butler, of Har- 
row,) Robert and William ; they constitute my 
whole suite. I have letters in plenty: — you shall 
hear from me at the different ports I touch upon ; 
but you must not be alarmed if my letters miscarry. 

• " II was bitterness that they mistook for frolic." — Juhn. 



The Continent is in a fine state — an insurrection has 
broken out at Paris, and the Austrians are beating 
Buonaparte — the Tyrolese have risen. 

" There is a picture of me in oil, to be sent down 
to Newstead soon. — I wish the Misa P » • s had 
something better to do than carry my miniatures to 
Nottingham to copy. Now they have done it, you 
may ask them to copy the others, which are greater 
favourites than my own. As to money matters, I 
am ruined — at least till Rochdale is sold; and if 
that does not turn out well, I shall enter into the 
Austrian or Russian service — perhaps the Turkish, 
if I like their manners. The world is all before me, 
and I leave England without regret, and without a 
wish to revisit any thing it contains, except i/ourself, 
and your present residence. 

" P.S. — Pray tell Mr. Rusbton his son is well and 
doing well ; so is Murray, indeed better than I ever 
saw him ; he will be back in about a month. I ought 
to add the leaving Murray to my few regrets, as his 
age perhaps will prevent my seeing him again. 
Robert I take with me ; I like him, because, like 
myself, he seems a friendless animal." 

To those who have in their remembrance his poet- 
ical description of the state of mind in which he now 
took leave of England, the gaiety and levity of the 
letters I am about to give will appear, it is not im- 
probable, strange and startling. But, in a tempera- 
ment like that of Lord Byron, such bursts of vivacity 
on the surface are by no means incompatible with a 



wounded spirit underneath*; and the light, laughing 
tone that pervades these letters but makes tlie feeling 
of solitariness that breaks out in them the more strik- 
ing and affecting. 

LiTT« 35. TO MB. HENRY DBUBT. 

" Falmouth, June SS. 1809. 

My dear Drury, 

" We sail to-morrow in the Lisbon packet, 
having been detained till now by the lack of wind, 
and other necessaries. These being at last procured, 
by this time to-morrow evening we shall be embark- 
ed on the i?ide rorld of taters, i-or all the forld like 
Robinson Crusoe. The Malta vessel not sailing for 
some weeks, we have determined to go by way of 
Lisbon, and, as my servants term it, to see 'that 
there Portingale' — thence to Cadiz and Gibraltar, 
and so on our old route to Malta and Constantinople, 
if BO be that Captain Kidd, our gallant commander, 
understands plmn sailing and Mercator, and takes iis 
on our voyage all according to the chart. 

" Will you tell Dr. Butlerf that I have taken llie 

* The poet Cowper, it is wgU known, produced ihat master- 
pi«!c of humour, John Gilpin, during one of his Ills of morbid 
dejectioD ; and he hiioseif ssys, " Stnuigc aa it tnsy seem, tlie 
most ludicrous lines I ever wrote have been written in iJiu 
saddest mood, nnd but For that saddest mood, pertiaps, had 
never been written at nil." 

f The rcconciluition which took place between him imd 
Dr. Butler, before hia departure, is one of tliuu instances of 
jilacobility and pUableness with which hia life abounded 
We have seen, too, from the manner in which he men 
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e of a servant, Friese, the native of Prussia 
Proper, into my service from his recommendation. 
He has been all among the Worshippers of Fire in 
Persia, and has seen Persepohs and ail that. 

" H * • has made womidy preparations for a book 
on his return ; 100 pens, two gallons of Japan ink, 
and several volumes of best blank, is no bad provi- 
sion for a discerning public I have laid down my 



drcumstance in cme of his note-booka, that the Tcooncilemcnt 
<ru of that generously relriKpectiie kind, in which nut otily 
the feeling of hnstilily is renounced in future, but a strong 
regret expressed that it had been ever entertained. 

Not content with this private atonement to Dr. Butler, it was 
his inlenuon, had he published another edition of the Houn ol' 
Idleness, to substitute for the ofTendve verses against that 
gentleman, a frank avowal of the wrong he had been guilt; of 
in giving vent to them. This fact, so creditable to the candour 
of his nature, I leani from a loose sheet in his hand'WriLing, 
containing the following corrections. In place of (he passage 
beginning " Or if laj Muse a pedant's portrait drew," he 

" If once my Muse a harsher portrait drew. 

Warm with her wrongs, and deem'd the likeness true, 
Sy cooler judgment taught, her fault she owns, — 
With noble minds a fault, confesa'd, atones." 

And to the passage immediately succeeding his warm praise of 
Dr. Drury — " Fomposus fills his magisterial chair," it was 
his intention to give the following turn r — 
" Another fills his magisterial chair j 
Reluctant Ida owns a Etranger's care ; 
Oh ma; like honours crown his future name, — 
If such his virtues, such shall be his lame." 
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pen, but have promised to contribute a chapter on 
the state of morals, &c &c. 

" The cock is crowing, 
I must be going, 
And can no more.** 

Ghost of Gaffbk Thumb. 

" Adieu. — Believe me," &c. &c. 

Letter 36. TO MR. HODGSON. 

" Falmouth, June 25. 1809. 
" My dear Hodgson, 

" Before this reaches you, Hobhouse, twojpfii- 
cers* wives, three children, two waiting-maids, virto 
subalterns for the troops, three Portuguese esquires 
and domestics, in all nineteen souls, will have sailed 
in the Lisbon packet, with the noble Captain Kidd, 
a gallant commander as ever smuggled an anker of 
right Nantz. 

<< We are going to Lisbon first, because the Malta 
packet has sailed, d ye see ? — from Lisbon to Gibral- 
tar, Malta, Constantinople, and < all that,' as Orator 
Henley said, when he put the Church, and ' all that,* 
in danger. 

"This town of Falmouth, as you will partly 
conjecture, is no great ways from the sea. It is 
defended on the sea-side by tway castles, St. Maws 
and Pendennis, extremely well calculated for annoy- 
ing every body except an enemy. St. Maws is garri- 
soned by an able-bodied person of fourscore, a 
widower. He has the whole command and sole 
management of six most unmanageable pieces of 
ordnance, admirably adapted for the destruction of 
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Pendennis, a like tower of strength on the opposite 
side of the Channel. We have seen St. Maws, but 
Pendennis they will not let us behold, save at a dis- 
tance, because Hobhouse and I are suspected of 
haviog already taken St. Maws by a coup de main. 

" The town contains many Quakers ahd salt fisli 
— the oysters have a taste of copper, owing to the 
soil of a mining country — the women (blessed be 
the Corporation therefor 1) are flogged at the cart's 
tail when they pick and steal, as happened to one of 
the fair sex yesterday noon. She was pertinacious 
in her behaviour, and damned the mayor. 

'H don't linow when I can write again, because it 
depends on that experienced navigator, Captain 
Kidd, and the ' stormy winds that (don't) blow ' at 
this season. I leave England without regret — 1 
shall return to it without pleasure, I ani like Adam, 
the first convict sentenced to transportation, but 
I have no Eve, and have eaten no apple but what 
was sour as a crab ; — and thus ends my first 
chapter. Adieu. 

" Yours," S,-c. 

In this letter the following lively verses were en- ' 
closed : — 

" Falmoulh Roads, June 30. 1S<]9. 
'■ Huizn ! Hodgson, we are going. 
Our embargo's off at last i 
Favourable breeies blowing 

Bend tbe canvass o'er the mast. 

From aloft the signal 's streaming, 

Hatkl Ihc farEwell gun is fired. 

Women screeching, tars blaspheming. 

Tell us that our time's expired. 

VOt. I. T 




•- Jipa- «^Vc lOKli'd ber, la 1 the cqitain, 
Ga^B( Kidd, conmsads the creir j 
fmma^tn Aar bsths are ckpt in. 



W\ij "tit hndl; three feet K 



' LORD BYRON. 



' Did they? Jesus, 

Howyousqueeieus! 

Would to God they did so still : 

Then I'd scape the heat and racket. 

Of the good ship, Lisbon Packet.' 

" Fletcher! Murray! Bob! where are 
Slretch'ii along the deck like logs 
Bear a hand, you jolly tar, you ! 

Here's a rope's end for the dogs. 
H * * muttering fearful curses, 

As the hatchway down he rolls ; 
Novr his breakfast, now hia verses, 
Vomits forth — aod damns our sou 
• Here's a stania 
On Braganza- 
Help!' — ' A couplet? ' — ' No, a 
Of warm water.' — 
' What's the matter ? ' 
' Zounds! my liver's coming up; 
I shall nat survive the ractet 
Of this brutal Lisbon Packet.' 

" Now at length wc^re off for Turkey, 
Lord knows when we shall come b 
Breezes foul and tempests mucky 

May unslup us in a crack. 
But, since lite at most a jest ii. 

As philosophers allow. 
Still to laugh by far the best is, 
Then laugh on — as I do now. 
Laugh at all things. 
Great and smalt things. 




Snme good vine ! and oho vould luck it, 
Ev'n on board ihe Lisbon Packet? 

" BlKON." 

On the second of July the pacliet sailed from Fal- 
uioutli, and, after a favourable passage of four days 
and a half, the voyagers readied Lisbon, and took 
u|> their abode in that city.* 

The following letters, from Lord Byron to his 
friend Mr. Hodgson, though written in his moat 
lif;ht and schoolboy strain, will give sotne idea of 
tlie first impressions that his residence in Lisbon 
made upon him. Such letters, too, contrasted witli 
the noble stanzas on Portugal in " Childe Harold," 
will show liow various were the moods of his versa- 



" Lord Byron used aomelimes lo mention a strange story, 
which the cunrniander ot the packet, Captain Kidd, related Co 
him on the passage. This ofiicEr stated that, being asleep one 
night in hia berth, he waa awakened by the pressure of some- 
ihing heavy on liit limbs, and, ttiere being a faint light in Ihe 
r(H>m, could aee, aa he thought, distinctly, the figure of hts 
hrolher, who was at that lime in the naval service in the East 
Indies, dresKd in hia uniform, and stretfhed across the bed. 

■nd made an eflbrt to sleep. But slill Ihe same pressure con- 
tinued, and still, as ofU;n as he ventured to take another look, 
he saw the figure lying across him in the same position. 
add to the wonder, on putting bis hand forth to touch this Ibm^; 
he found the uniform, in which it appeared 
dripping weL On the entrance of one of his brother 
to whom ho called out in alarm, the apparition vanished ; 
ill a few months sJUi be recuved the slju-tling inieUigeoce Oat 
on that night hb brother bad been drowned in the Indian seas. 
Of the supernatural character of this appearance, C^nain 
Kidit hiouvlf did not appear to have the aligliiett doubt. 
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tile mind, and what different aspects it could take 
when in repose or on the wing. 

LettehST. to MR. HODGSON. 

" Lisbon, Ju!y 16. 1809. 

" Thus far have we pursued our route, and seen 
all sorts of marvellous sights, palaces, convents, &c. ; 
— which, being to be heard in my friend Hobhouse's 
forthcoming Book of Travels, I shall not anticipate 
by smuggling any account whatsoever to you in a 
private and clandestine manner. I must just observe, 
that the village of Cintra in Estremadura is the most 
beautiful, perhaps, in the world. 

" I am very happy here, because I loves oranges, 
and talk bad Latin to the monks, who understand it, 
as it is like their own, — and I goes into society 
(with my pocket-pistols), and I swims in the Tagus 
all across at once, and I rides on an ass or a mule, 
and swears Portuguese, and have got a diarrhcea and 
bites from the musquitoes. But what of that? 
Comfort must not bo expected by folks that go a 
pleasuring. 

" Wlien the Portuguese are pertinacious, I say, 
•Carrachol' — the great oath of the grandees, that 
very well supplies the place of ' Damme,' — and, 
when dissatisfied with my neighbour, I pronounce 
hiio ' Ambra di merdo.' With these two phrases, 
and a third, ' Avra bouro,' which signifieth ' Get an 
ass,' I am universally understood to be a person of 
degree and a master of languages. How merrily 
we lives that travellers be! — if we had food and 
ut in sober sadness, any thing is better 
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than England, and I am infinitely amused with my 
pilgrimage as &r as it has gone. 

" Totsmnaw we start to ride post near 4O0 miles 
as &r as Gibraltar, where we embark for Melita and 
Byiantiuin. A letter to Malta will tind me, or to be 
forwarded, if I am absent. Fray embrace the Drury 
and Dwyer, and sU the Ephesiana you encounter. I 
am wrttii^ with Butler's donative pencil, which 
makes my bad hand worse. Excuse iUegibility. 

" Hm%sao I send me the news, and the deaths 
and defeats and capital crimes and the misfortunes 
of one's friends ; and let us hear ofiiterary matters, 
and the controversies and the criticisms. All this 
willbe pleasant — ' Suave man magoo,' &c. Talking 
rf that, I have been sea-sick, and sick of the sea. 
" Adieu. Yours faithfully," &c. 

Lettu 58. TO MR. HOBGSOS. 

" Gibraltir, Augusl 6. laos. 

" I have just arrived at this place after a journey 
through Portugal, and a part of Spain, of nearly 500 
miles. We left Lisbon and travelled on horseback" 
to Seville and Cadiz, and thence in the H3'perton 
frigate to Gibraltar. The horses are excellent — 
we rode seventy miles a day. Eggs and wine, and 
hard beds, are all the accommonlation we found, and, 
in sucli torrid weather, quite enough. My health is 
better than in En^and. 

•' Seville is a fine town, and the Sierra Moreoa, 
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part of which we croBsed, a very sufficient 
but damn description, it is always disgusting. Cadiz, 
Bwcet Cadiz! — it is the first spot in tlie creatioD. 
The beauty of its streets and mansions is only excelled 
by the loveliness of its inhabitants. For, with all 
national prejudice, I must confess the women of 
Cadiz are as far superior to tlie English women in 
beauty as the Spaniards are inferior to the English 
in every quality that dignifies the name of man. 
Just as [ began to know the principal persons of the 
city, I was obliged to saii. 

" You will not expect a long letter after my riding 
BO far 'on hollow pampered jades of Asia.' Talking 
of Asia puts me in miad of Africa, which is within 
five miles of my present residence. I am going 
over before I go on to Constantinople, 

■' Cadia is a complete Cythera. Many of the 
grandees who have left Madrid during the troubles 
reside there, and I do believe it is the prettiest and 
cleanest town in Europe. London is filthy in the 
comparison. The Spanish women are all alike, 
their education the same. The wife of a duke is, 
in information, as the wife of a peasant, — the wife 
of a peasant, in manner, equal to a duchess. Cer- 
tainly they are fascinating ; but their minds have 
only one idea, and the business of their lives is 
intrigue. 

" I have seen Sir John Carr at Seville and Cadiz, 
and, like Swift's barber, have been down on my 
knees to beg he would not put me into black and 
white. Pray remember me to the Drurys and the 
Davies, and all of that stamp who are yet ex- 
T 4 





m 




280 NOTICES OF THE Jf^ 




tant* Send me a letter und news to Malta. Mynest 




epistle shall be from Mount Caucasus or JMotint 




Sion. I shall return to Spmn before I see England, 




for I am enamoured of die country. Adieu, and 




believe me," Sec 




In a letter to Mrs. Byron, dated a few days later. 




from Gibraltar, he recapitulates the same account of 




his progress, only dwelling rather more diffusely on 




some of the details. Thus, of Cintra and Mafra :— 




" To make amends for this f, the village of Cintra, 




about fifteen miles from the capital, is, perhaps in 




every respect, the most delightful in Europe; it 




contains beauties of every description, natural and 




artificial. Palaces and gardens rising b the midst 




of rocks, cataracts, and precipices; convents on 




stupendous heights — a distant view of the sea and 




the Tagus; and, besides (though that is a secondary 




consideration), is remarkable as the scene of Sir H. 




D.'h Convention. % It unites m iuelf all the witd- 




• " This sort of pMBge," says Mr. Hodgson, in . note on 




his copy of this letter, " constantly occurs in his cturmponc!- 








uid enquiries after health. Were it possible to state ali he has 




done tot Dunierotis frienib, he wotdd appeat amiutile indeed. 




For InyselF, I am bound to acknowledge, in the Fullest and 




wannest manner, his most generous and well.timed aid j aOd, 




were my poor friend Blond slive, he would as gladly bear 




the like testimony i — though I have most reason, of all mw. 








t Colonel Napier, in a note in liis able History of I^H 


^^^^ 


Feoinsuiar War, notices the mistake into »hich Lord Byi^^l 


^^^^I^Jj 
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ness of the weglem highlands, with the verdure of 
the south of France. Near this place, about ten 
miles to the right, is the palace of Mafro, the boaet 
of Portugalj as it might be of any other country, in 
point of magnificence without elegance. There is 
a convent annexed ; the monks, who possess large 
revenues, are courteous enough, and understand 
Latin, so tliat we had a loQg conversation : they 
have a large library, and asked me if the English 
had any books in tlieir country?" 

An adventure which he met with at Seville, 
diaracteristic both of the country and of himself, is 
thus described in the same letter to Mrs. Byron ; — 

" We lodged in the house of two Spanish unmar- 
ried ladies, who possess six houses in Seville, and 
gave me a curious specimen of Spanish manners. 
They are women of character, and the eldest a fine 
woman, the youngest pretty, but not so good a figure 
as Donna Josepha. The freedom of manner, which 
is general here, astonished me not a little ; and in 
the course of further observation, I find that re- 
serve is not the characteristic of the Spanish belies, 
who are, in general, very handsome, with large black 
eyes, and very fine forms. The eldest honoured 
your unwordiy son with very particular attention, 
embracing him with great tenderness at parting (I 
was there but three days), after cutting off a lock of 

and others were led on this subject! — tho signature of the 
Convention, as well as all the other proceedings connected 
with it, having taken place at a distance of thirty miles from 
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eame lady during a thunder-storm, on his road to 
Zitza.* 

Notwithstanding, however, these counter evi- 
dences, I am much disposed to believe that the repre- 
sentation of the state of heart in the foregoing 
extract from Childe Harold may be regarded as the 
true one ; and that the notion of his being in love 
was but a dream that sprui^ up afterwards, when the 
image of the fair Florence had become idealised in 
his fancy, and every remembrance of their pleasant 
hours among " Calypso's isles" came invested by his 
imagination with the warm aspect of love. It will 
be recollected that to the chilled and sated feelings 
which early indulgence, and almost as early disen- 
chantment, had left behind, he attributes^ in these 
verses the calm and passionless regard, with which 
even attractions like those of Florence were viewed 

* The following stanzas from this little poem have a music 
in them, which, independently of all meaning, is enchanting :— > 

" And since I now remember thee 
In darkness and in dread, 
As in those hours of revelry, 
Which mirth and music sped ; 

" Do thou, amidst the fair white walls, 
If Cadiz yet be free, 
•• At times, from out her latticed halls. 
Look o*er the dark blue sea ; 

" Then think upon Calypso's isles. 
Endeared by days gone by ; 
To others give a thousand smiles, 
To me a single sigh,*' &c. &c. 
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by liim. Tliat such was actually his distaste, at tliis 
period, toall real objects of love or passion (however 
his fancy could call up creatures of its own to wor- 
Bhip) there is every reason to believe; and the 
same morbid indifference to those pleasures he bad 
once so ardently pursued still continued to be pro- 
fessed by him on hia return to England. No ancho- 
ret, indeed, could claim for himself much more apa- 
tliy towards all such allurements than he did at that 
period. But to be titvs saved Irom temptation was a 
dear-bought safety, and, at the age of three-and- 
twcnty, satiety and disgust are but melancholy sub- 
stitutes for virtue. 

Tile brig of war, in which they sailed, having 
been ordered to convoy a fleet of small merchant- 
men to Patraa and Pi-evesa, they remained, for two 
or three days, at anchor off the former place. From 
thence, proceeding to their ultimate destination, 
and catching a sunset view of Missolonghi in their 
way, they landed, on h J h t 6 p mber, at Prc- 
vesa. 

Tlie route which L d By ook through 

Albania, as well as 1 b q nt journeys 

through other parts of T k wh h he performed 
in company with his f d M H hi use, may be 
traced, by such as are desirous of details on the 
subject, in the account which the latter gentleman 
has given of his travels ; an account which, interest- 
ing from its own excellence in every merit tliat 
should adorn such a work, becomes still more so 
from the feeling that Lord Byron is, as it were, pre- 
sent tiirough its pages, and that we tliere fallow im.- 
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first youthful footsteps into the land with whose 
name he has interttcmed his own for ever. As I 
am enabled, however, by the letters of tlie nobie 
poet to his mother, as well as by others, still more 
curious, which are now, for the first lime, published, 
to give his own rapid and livtly sketches of his wan- 
derings, I shall content myself, after this general 
reference to the volume of Mr. Hobhouse, with such 
occasional extracts from its pages as may thi 
upon the letters of his friend. 



i^ta 



LrTTKB4a TO MRS. BYHON. 

" Prensa, Norember IS, 1809. 
" My dear Mother, 

" I have now been some time in Turkey: this 
place is on the coast, but I have traversed the in- 
terior of the province of Albania on a visit to the 
Pacha. I left Malta in the Spider, a brig of war, 
on the 2ist of September, and arrived in eight days 
at Preveaa. I thence have been about ISO nailes, as 
far as Tepaleea, his Higliness's country palace, where 
I stayed three days. The name of tlie Pacha is AU. 
and he is considered a man of the first abilities : he 
governs the whole of Albania (the ancient Dlyricum), 
Epirus, and part of Macedonia. His son, Vely Pacha, 
to whom he has given me letters, governs the Morea, 
and has great influence in Egypt; in short, he is one 
of the most powerful men in the Ottoman empire. 
\nien I reached Vanina, the capital, after a journey 
of three days over the mountains, through a country 
'^ tlie most picturesque beauty, I found that Ali 
cha was with his army in lUyricum, besiegio) 



Ibralilm Pacha in the castle of Btral. He had 
heard that an Englisliman of rank was in his do- 
minions, and had left orders in Yanina with the 
commandant to provide a house, and supply me 
with every kind of necessary ffraiis ; and, though I 
have been allowed to make presents to the slaves, 
&c, I have not been permitted to pay for a smgle 
article of household consumption. 

" I rode nut on the vizier's horsesj and saw the 
palaces of himself and grandsons: they are splendid, 
but too much ornamented with silk and gold. I 
then went over the mountains through Zitza, a 
village with a Greek monastery (where I slept on 
my' return), in the most beautiful situation (always 
excepting Cintra, in Portugal) I ever beheld. In 
nine days I reached Tepaleen. Our journey was 
much prolonged by the torrents that had fallen from 
the mountains, and intersected the roads. 1 shall 
never forget the singular scene * on entering Tepa- 

• The following ia Mr, Hobhouse'a less Emhellisheil desfrip- 
don of ihi< seme ; — " The rourc at Tepcllene, which wbb 
enclosed on Iwo sides by ihc palace, and on Ihs other Xwu 
tides by a high wall, presented us, at our first entrance, with a 
sight Bometliing like what we might have, perhaps, beheld 
Mme hundred years ago in the castle-yard of a great feudal 
lord. Soldiers, with their araiB piled against the wall near 
them, were assembled in difieient parts of the square: come uf 
ttaem pacing slowly backwards and forwards, and others silling 
on the ground in groups. Seteral horses, completely capa- 
risoned, were leading about, whilst others were neighing mider 
the bands of the grooms. In the part farthest ftoni the 
dwelling, preparations were making for the feast of the night; 
and several kids and sheep weTo being dressed by cooks who 
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leen at five in the afternoon, as the sun was going 
down. It brought to my mind (with some change 



were themselves half armed. Every thing wore a most martial 
look, though not exactly in the style of the head-quarters of a 
Christian general ; for many of the soldiers were in the most 
common dress, without shoes, and having more wildness in 
their air and manner than the Albanians we had b^ore seen.** 
On comparing this description, which is itself suffidaitly 
striking, with those which Lord Byron has ^ven of the same 
scene, both in the letter to hb mother, and in the second 
Canto of Childe Harold, we gain some insight into the process I 

by which imagination elevates, without falsifying, really, and 
facts become brightened and refined into poetry. Ascending 
from the representation drawn faithfully on the spot by the 
traveller, to the more fanciful arrangement of the same mate- 
rials in the letter of the poet, we at length, by one step more, 
arrive at that consummate, idealised picture, the result of both 
memory and invention combined, which in the following 
splendid stanzas is presented to us : — 

" Amidst no common pomp the despot sate. 
While busy {>reparations shook the court. 
Slaves, eunuchs, soldiers, guests, and santons wait ; 
Within, a palace, and without, a fort : 

Here men of every clime appear to make resort. 

" Richly caparison'd, a ready row 

Of armed horse, and many a warlike store. 

Circled the wide-extending court below ; 

Above, strange groups adom*d the corridore ; 

And oft-times through the area's echoing door 

Some high-capp'd Tartar spurr'd his steed away : 

The Turk, the Greek, the Albanian, and the Moor, 

Here mingled in their many-hued array. 
While the deep war-drum's sound announced the close of day. 
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(X dress, however) Scott's description of Bninkaonie 
Castle in his Lay, and the feudal syHtetn. Tlie 
Albanians, in their dresses, (the most magnificent 
in the world, consisting of a long white kilt, gold- 
worked cloak, crimson velvet gold-laced jacket and 
waistcoat, silver mounted pistols and daggers,) the 
Tartars with their high caps, the Turks in their vast 
pelisses and turhans, the soldiers and black slaves 
with the horses, the former in groups in an immense 
large open gallery in front of the palace, the latter 
placed in a kind of cloister below it, two hundred 
steeds ready caparisoned to move ir 



" The Willi Albanian, kinled to his knee, 
With shawl-girt head and ornamented gun. 
And gold-embroiderM garmenffi, fair to aec ; 
The criinHon-icatfed men of Macedon ; 
The Delhi, with his cap of terror on. 
And crooked glaive ; the lively, supple Greet ; 
And swarthy Nubia's mutilnted son ; 
The bearded Turk that rorelj deigna to apeak. 

Master of all around — too potent to be meek, 

" Are mii'd, conspicuous ; some recline in groupf^ 
Scanning the mode; scene that Tsries round ; 

And some that smoke, and some that play, aro found ; 
Here tlie Albanian proudly treads the ground ; 
Half whiBpering there the Greek is heard to prate ; 
Hark '. from ihe mo3<)ue the nightly solemn sound, 
The Muezzin's call doth shake Ihe minaret. 
There is no god but God ! — to prayer— lo! God 
great ! ' " 




and made 
Ams « Ui li^ iMod. 1 hmm a Greek 
pbjsidan of AIFs, 
Latm, acted for 
Hm first question was, why, 
E )tt fly IB age, I left mj Miimtr; ? — (the Turks 
m a* idn cf mcnSn^ for amueemeet.) He then 
■ii. ibt ra|.B* Binister, Captain Leake, had tolcl 
oD I aas cf a great family, and desired his respects 
- wy ■Mther; wbidi I now, in the name of Ali 
-i^-iiA f KM U t ts jaa. He said Ije was certain i 
^ « MIB tf bartb, because I had Email ears, curling 
r.^ii Bttfe wUte hands *, and expressed himself 
■.4fi«4 «idi Mjr afpearance and garb. He told me 

..' 1^ ibe hondi, as ■ mark of bigb bixtfa. Lord 

.^ u uDplidi fiiidi as Ibe Pacha : see his dou 
: l-^-u^!i oa more lAjiroi'f A-frrvd or fairer fingt^n,^ 



o consider hiir 



a father whibt I was in Turkey, 



aod Eaid he looked on me as his son. Indeed, he 
treated me like a child, sending me almonds and 
sugared sherbet, fruit and sweetmeats, twenty times 
a day. He begged me to visit him often, and at 
night, when he was at leisure. I then, after coffee 
and pipes, retired for the first time. I saw him thrice 
afterwards. It is singular, that the Turks, who have 
no hereditary dignities, and few great families, ex- 
cept the Sultans, pay so much respect to birch ; for 
I found my pedigree more regarded than my title. * 

" To-day I saw the remains of the town of Aclium, 
near which Antony lost the world, in a sniall bay, 
where two frigates could hardly manceuvre: a broken 
wall is the sole remnant. On another part of the 
gulf stand the ruins of NicopoHs, built by Augustus 
in honour of his victory. Last night I was at a 
Greek marriage ; but this and a thousand things 
more I have neither time nor space to describe. 

"I am going to-morrow, with a guard of fifty men, 
to Palras in the Morea, and thence to Athens, where 
I shall winter. Two days ago I was nearly lost in 

* A Tew sentences arc here and clscwberc omitted, as Laving 
no reference to lAird Byran tiiaiself, but merely containing 
toate particulars relating to All and his grandsons, wtiicb may 
be found iti varioue boots of Iravela. 

All hod not forgotten ids noble guest wlien Br. Holland, a 
few yeara iStei, visited Albania; — "I mentioned to him, ge- 
nerally (says this intelligent traveller). Lord Byron's poetical 
description of Albania, the inlerert it had eicited in England, 
and Mr. Uobhause's intended publication of his travels In the 
same country. He seemed pleased "ith these cdrcurastances, 
uid stated his recoUections of Lord Byron." 
u 4 
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a Turkish ship of war, owing tx) the ignorance of the 
captain and crew, though the storm was not violent 
Fletcher yelled after his wife, the Greeks called on 
all the saints, the Mussulmans on Alia ; the captain 
burst into tears and ran below deck, telling us to call 
on God ; the sails were split, the main-yard shivered, 
the wind blowing fresh, the night setting in, and all 
our chance was to make Corfu, which is in possession 
of the French, or (as Fletcher pathetically termed 
it) * a watery grave.* I did what I could to console 
Fletcher, but finding him incorrigible, wrapped my- 
self up in my Albanian capote (an immense cloak), 
and lay down on deck to wait the worst. * I have 
learnt to philosophise in my travels, and if I had not, 
complaint was useless. Luckily tlie wind abated 
and only drove us on the coast of Suli, on the main 
land, where we landed, and proceeded, by the help 
of the natives, to Prevesa again; but I shall not 
trust Turkish sailors in future, though the Pacha 
had ordered one of his own galliots to take me to 
Patras. I am therefore going as far as Missolonghi 
by land, and there have only to cross a small gulf to 
get to Patras. 

" Fletcher's next epistle will be full of marvels: we 

* I have heard the poet's fellow-traveller describe this re- 
markable instance of his coolness and courage even still more 
strikingly than it is here stated by himself. Finding thar, 
from his lameness, he was unable to be of any service in the 
exertions wliich their very serious danger called for, after a 
laugh or two at the panic of his valet, he not only vrrapped 
himself up and lay down, in the manner here mentioned, but, 
when their difficulties were surmounted, was found fast asleep. 



were one night lost for nine hours in the mountains 
in a thunder- storm *, and since nearly wrecked. In 

* In the route frum loannJna to ZUia, Mr. Habhouae and 
the se<:retary of AU, accoinpiuiied b; one of the aprvHnts, had 
rode on before the rest of the paity, aad arrived at tlie village 
just OS the evening set in. After describing the sort of hovel 
in which they were to take up Ihdr quarters for the night, 
Mr. HobhouM thus continues : — " Vaally was despatched 
into the village to prociu'c eggs and fowls, that would be 
ready, as we thought, by the arrival of the second party. BuL 
an hour passed away and no one appeared. It was seven 
o'clock, and the storm had increased lo a fury I had never 
before, and, indeed, have never since, seen equalled. The 
roof of our hovel shook under the clattering torrents and gusts 
of nind. Tlie thunder roared, as it seemed, without any in- 
termis^on ; for the echoes of one peal had not ceased to roll 
in the mountains, before another tremendous crash burst over 
uur heads; whilst the plains and the distant hills [viuhle 
tliTough the cracks of the cabin) appeared in a perpetual blaie. 
The tempest was altogether terrific, and v^orthy of the Grecian 
Jove ; and the peasants, no less religious than their anecstors, 
cunfesBed their alarm. The women wept, and the men, calling 
on the name of God, crossed themselves at every repealed 
pea!. 

" We were very uneasy that the party did not arrive; but 
the secretary assured me that the guides knew every part of 
the country, as did also his own servant, who was with them, 
and that they bad certainly taken shelter in a village at an 
hour's distance. Not being satisfied vrith Ihe oonjecture, I 
ordered fires to be lighted on the hill above tlie village, and 
some muskets to be discharged : ibis was at eleven o'clock, 
and tlie storm had not abated. 1 lay down in my great coat ; 
but all sleeping was out of the question, as any pauses in the 
(cmpest were tilled up by the barking of the dogs, and the 
(houling of the shepherds in the neighbouring mountains. 

" A lillle after midnight, a man, panting and pale, 



I 
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both cases Fletcher was sorely bewildered, from 
apprehensions of famine and banditti in the first, and 
dcD'.vning ill the second instance. His eyes were a 
little hurt by the lightning, or crying (1 don't know 



b nin, rushed into tbe room, iinil, between crying 
■Id roaring, with m pnifu&ioD of action, communicated some- 
IM114 III (he tecreUry, of which I understood only — that the; 
bad all fallen down. I Icamt, howeier, thnt no acddeni had 
hrrr**™*. uo^ the foiling of the lu^age bones, and losing 
iWr ynj, and that ihej were now waiting for fresh boreet 
and giMta. Ten were immediately sent to them, logeibei 
irilll «vcn! men with pine-Iorcbes ; but it vsi not till tva 
«^led[ in the morning that we heard tbi-y were appiDBehIng 
■■d mj friend, with the priest and Ihe serTOnls, did not enter 
QW hut bftort three. 

•■ I now IcSRiI (mo him thai thej had lost their wa; from 
tht wuBCt ewiwH of the suum, when not abore three miles 
AOM tlw fiUagc i and that, aftef wandering up and down in 
«MiU jgaonaca of tbeii position, they had, al last, stopped near 
Maw Turkish lomtiitana and a torteitt, which they saw by the 
taihrt of Ijghaung. lliry had been thus eiqiosed for nine 
houn ; and the guides, ■> far from laaisling tbem, only nug- 
ncMed the cuaftDtoo. by niniung awar, after being threatened 
•■tth dbMh by 0«Bisc tba AagDmBn, who, in an agony of lage 
mi llm, aad wittaatt gniog an; warning, fiied off both hii 
|AMk *»A ^V» ft«n Aa Ei^lish sertsnt an inToluotsry 
•HWM «f hofn^ ftr ha bncM tbe; woe b«et by robbers. 

"■ 1 kail aM. w you faaee seen, witnesied tbe distra^g 
fan of (kii admlure mnelf ; but from the liTcly picture 
4M<a» of h hy wy fttend. and from the eiaggemed descrip- 
«W** Iff Owrge, I ftinried niysdr a good judge of the whole 
■MwatiiHk, aad dkiHlM eauiia tUs to bare been one of ibe 
nwM OHMidtNabte «r (In Ctw •divalanB ihal befell either erf' us 
Sitae ■*** ^"^ i> Tuibry. 1( wu loog beTon we ceased to 
«f Hm thwubr-iMao ta tW pUa of Zitta." 
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which), but are now recovered. When you write, 
addresB to me at Mr. Strang's, English consul, 
Patras, Morea, 

" I could tell you I know not how many mcidents 
that I think would amuse you, but they crowd on 
my mind as much as they would swell my paper, 
and I can neither arrange tliem in the one, nor put 
them down on the other except in the greatest con- 
fusion. I like the Albanians much ; they are not 
all Turks : some tribes are Christians. But their 
religion makes little difference in their manner or 
conduct. They are esteemed the best troops in the 
Turkish service. I lived oa my route, two days at 
once, and three days again in a barrack at Salora, 
and never found soldiers so tolerable, though I have 
been in the garrisons of Gibraltar and Malta, and 
seen Spanish, French, Sicilian, and British troops in 
abundance. I have had nothing stolen, and was 
always welcome to their provision and milk. Not u 
week ago an Albanian chief, (every village has its 
chief, who is called Primate,) atier helping us out 
of the Turkish galley in her distress, feeding us, and 
lodging my suite, consisting of Fletcher, a Greek, 
two Athenians, a Greek priest, and my companion, 
Mr. Hobhouse, refused any compensation but a 
written paper stating that I was well received ; 
and when I pressed him to accept a few sequins, 
' No,' he replied ; ' I wish you to love me, not to 
pay me,' These are his words, 

" It ia astonishing how tar money goes in this coun- 
try. While I was in the capital I had nothing to 
pay by tlie vizier's order ; but since, though I have 
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generally had sixteen horses, and generally six or 
seven men, the expense has not been half as much 
as staying only three weeks in Malta, though Sir A. 
Ball, the governor, gave me a house for nothing, and 
I had only <me servant. By the by, I expect H * * 
to remit regularly ; for I am not about to stay in this 
province for ever. Let him write to me at Mr. 
Strang's, English consul, Patras. The fact is, the 
fertility of the plains is wonderful, and specie is 
scarce, which makes this remarkable cheapness. I 
am going to Athens to study modem Greek, which 
differs much from the ancient, though radically 
similar. I have no desire to return to England, nor 
shall I, unless compelled by absolute want, and 
H * *'s neglect ; but I shall not enter into Asia for a 
year or two, as I have much to see in Greece, and I 
may perhaps cross into Africa, at least the Egyptian 
part. Fletcher, like all Englishmen, is very much 
dissatisfied, though a little reconciled to the Turks 
by a present of eighty piastres from the vizier, which, 
if you consider every thing, and the value of specie 
here, is nearly worth ten guineas English. He has 
suffered nothing but from cold, heat, and vermin, 
which those who lie in cottages and cross mountains 
in a cold country must undergo, and of which I have 
equally partaken with himself; but he is not valiant, 
and is afraid of robbers and tempests. I have no one 
to be remembered to in England, and wish to hear 
nothing from it, but that you are well, and a letter 
or two on business from H * *, whom you may tell 
to write. I will write when I can, and beg you to 
believe me, Your affectionate son, 

« Byron." 



About the middle of November, the young tra- 
veller took his departure from Prevesa (the place 
where the foregoing letter was written), and pro- 
ceeded, attended by his guard of fifty Albanians *, 
through Acamania and JEitolia, towards the Morea> 

" And tbertfore did he take a tnisiy band 



His description of the night-scene at Utraikey (a 
small place situated in one of the bays of the Gulf 
of Arta) is, no doubt, vividly in the recollection of 
every reader of these pages ; nor will it diminish 
their enjoyment of the wild beauties of that picture 
to be made acquainted with the real circumstances 
on which it was founded, in the following animated 
details of the same scene by his fellow-traveller: — 

" In tlie evening the gates were secured, and pre- 
parations were made for feeding our Albanians. A 
goat was killed and roasted whole, and four fires 
were kindled in the yard, round which the soldiers 
seated themselves in parlies. After eating and 
drinking, the greater part of them assembled round 
the largest of the fires, and whilst ourselves and the 
elders of the party were seated on the ground, danced 
round the blaze to their own songs, in the manner 

• Mr. Hobhouse. I think, makes the number of this guard 
but Ibirty.seven, and Lord Bttoii, in a subsequent 1< 
them at forty. 
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before described, but with an astoaishing energy. 
All their Eongs were relations of some robbing ex- 
ploiU. One of them, which detained them more 
than an hour, began thus : — ' VVhen we set out from 
Parga there were sixty of ua : ' — then came the 
burden of the verse, ^H 



aXajiTiis TOTt nafrf' ! ' 

And as they roared out this stave they whirled 
round the Are, dropped and rebounded irom their 
knees, and again whirled round as the chorus was 
again repeated. The rippling of the waves upon 
the pebbly margin where we were seated filled up 
the pauses of the song with a milder and not more 
monotonous music. The night was very dark, but 
by the flashes of the fires we caught a glimpse of the 
woods, the rocks, and the lake, which, together with 
the wild appearance of the dancers, presented us 
witli a scene that would have made a fine picture in 
the hands of such an artist as the author of the 
Mysteries of Udolpho." 

Having traversed Acarnania, the travellers passed 
to the iEtolian side of the Achelous, and on the 21st 
of November reached Missolonghi. And here, it 
is impossible not to pause, and send a mourniijl 
thought forward to the visit whicli, fifteen years after, 
he paid to this same spot, when, in the full raeri- 
lian both of his age and fame, he came to lay down 

s life as the champion of that land, through which 
now wandered a stripling and a stranger. 
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fiome spirit have here revealed to him the events 
of that interval, — have shown him, on the one 
side, the triumphs that awaited liim, the power his 
varied genius would acquire over all hearts, alike to 
elevate or depress, to darken or illuminate them, 
— and then place, on the other side, all the penalties 
of tttis gift, the waste and wear of the heart through 
the imagination, the havoc of that perpetual fire 
within, which, while it dazzles others, consumes the 
possessor, — the invidiousness of such an elevation 
in the eyes of mankind, and the revenge they take 
on him who compels them to look up to it, — ivould 
he, it maj' be asked, have welcomed glory on such 
conditions ? would he not rather have felt that the 
purchase was too costly, and that such warfare with 
an ungrateful world, while living, would be ill re- 
compensed even by the immortality it might award 
him afterwards? 

At Missolonghi he dismissed his whole hand of 
Albanians, with theexceptionof one, named Dervish, 
whom he took into his service, and who, with Basilius, 
the attendant allotted him by Ali Pacha, continued 
with him during the remainder of his stay in the 
East. After a residence of near a fortnight at Patras, 
he nest directed his course to Vostizza, — on ap- 
proaching which town the snowy peak of Parnassus, 
towering on the other side of the Gulf, Urst broke 
on his eyes ; and in two days after, among the 
sacred hollows of Delphi, the stanzas, with which tliat 
vision had inspired him, were written, * 

• " Oh, tliou Parnassus! whom 1 now surrey. 
Not in llie frcnjy of a dreamer's cje. 
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II vaj at this time, that, in riding along the sides 
ol' I^massus, he saw an unusually large flight of 
es^es in the air, — a phenomenon which seems to 
have affected his imagination with a sort of poetical 
superstition, as he, more than once, recurs to the 
circumstance in his journals. Thus, " Going to the 
luuntain of Delphi (Castri) in 1809, 1 saw a flight 
!)(* twelve eagles (H. says they were vultures — at 
le«st in conversation), and 1 seised the omen. On 
the day before I composed the lines to Parnassus 
(in Childe Harold), and, on beholding the birds, had 
a hope that Apoilo had accepted my homage. I have 
at least had the name and fame of a poet during the 
poetical part of life (from twenty to thirty) ; — whe- 
ther it will last is another matter." 

He has also, in reference to this journey from 
Patras, related a little anecdote of his own sportsman- 
ship, which, by all bat sportsmen, will be thought 
creditable to his humanity. " Tlie last bird I ever 
fired at was an eaglet, on the shore of the Gulf of 
Lepanto, near I'oslizza. It was only wounded, and 
i tried lo save it, — the eye was so bright. But it 
pined, and died in a few days ; and I never did since, 
and Dewer will, attempt the death of another bird." 

To a traveller in Greece, there are few things 
more remarkable than the diminutive extent of 
those countries, which have filled such a wide space 
in Giine, " A man might very easily," says Mr. 

Hat in tin (kblvd Undsc*{>e of a lif . 

But uuing HioH-c)*d thmugfa Ihj natiTe ^y, 

Ik llie wild poiup of moualBin iDsjat; ', ' 

Chujie Hamuh, Canto L J 



I8I0. 
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Hobhouse, " at a moderate pace ride from Livadia 
to Thebes and back again between breakfast and 
dinner ; and the tour of all BiEOtia might certainly be 
made in two days without baggage." Having visited, 
within a very short space of time, the fountains of 
Memory and Oblivion at Livadia, and the haunts of 
the Ismenian Apollo at Thebea, the travellers at 
length turned towards Athens, the city of their 
dreams, and, after crossing Mount Cithseron, arrived 
in sight of the ruins of Phyle, on the evening of 
Christmas-(!ay, 1809. 

Though the poet has left, in his own verses, an 
ever-during testimony of the enthusiasm with which 
he now contemplated the scenes around him, it is 
not difGcult to conceive that, to superficial observers, 
Lord Byron at Athens might have appeared an un- 
touched spectator of much that tlirows ordinary 
travellers into, at least, verbal raptures. For pre- 
tenders of every sort, whether in taste or morals, 
he entertained, at all times, the most profound con- 
tempt ; and if, frequently, his real feelings of ad- 
miration disguised themselves under an alfected 
tone of indifference and mockery, it was out of 
pure hostility to the cant of those, who, he well 
knew, praised without any feeling at all. It must be 
owned, too, that while he thus justly despised the 
raptures of the common herd of travellers, tJiere 
were some pursuits, even of the intelligent and 
tasteful, in which he took but very little interest. 
With the antiquarian and connoisseur his sympa- 
thies were few and feeble : — " I am not a collector," 
he says, in one of his notes on Childe Harold, " nor 



Fot antiquities, indeeit 
■HSMoMsd wilk h^ names and deeds, he had 
■• olae ■fcwtiLr : and of works gf art he was con- 
MM M lAwc dKgeocnl^ect, without professing, 
«r MMg at, tmj knowledge of the details. It n-m 
W watm*, m her loodj scenes of grandeur and 
^(■■ri me m tx Atfaau, duning, uochaoged. 
ani^ dK nw of ^0*7 ud of art, that the true 
Setni iMHflge of kk wbofe soul was paid. In the 
fcw Mtioe* «r Mm larcfa, af^nded to Childe 
Bwali sc Cadi Ifae nUsMd scenery of the difiereat 
yhoH be T u i fc d far imme foatfly dwelt upon than 
riMw ilaiiiit «r luttoical *— -■-'"•"° To tlie valley 
«f Gtta he Rcens, boA ta pose and verse, with a 
amA '■■■ti twttlectiaa dan to Delplii or the 
TVaaA: aai the plaia af Athens it«elf is cbiedy 
[ ■■nJ hf hin as * a mac gtorkpus [mispect tbmi 
<vea CSana «r laaHhaL" Where, indeed, coold 
Xa w t mm tmA chMalahisworshq) as Jn scenes 
Kbe AMb ahere be hdMU her Uoomiog, in inde- 
I dhe wreck of all that maa 
a: ~ Human institu- 
Man,' Siifs Hktu, > pctMh, but Nature is penna- 
wac;**— w. af Lw4 Bp<on ha^ amplilied thb 
rtwn^ * ia aae «f hib aart sfikudid passages : — 



' 1Wpn^«'B*Tk.>-i>4< 



tbe pith of ihe 
foirTufie of 
ftr otiici, and Moudi 
anpai^ but Nnore 



sl^friBrn^ ha be asond 
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Tliin 



when Minerve 



re liiy fields 
nilcd. 



And still bis honeyed weallb Hymellus yields; 
There the blithe bee his fragrant fortress builds, 
The free-bom wanderer of thy mountiun-sir ; 
Apollo still thy long, long summer gitds, 
Still in his beam Meodeli's marbles glare ; 
An, Glory, Freedom ful, but Nature t^till Is fair." 

Childi: Habold, Canto il. 

At Athens, on this his first visit, he made a stay of 
between two and three months, not a day of which 
he let pass without employing some of its hours in 
visiting the grand monuments of ancient genius 
aroimd him, and calling up the spirit of other times 
among their ruins. He made frequently, too, ex- 
cursions to different parts of Attica; and it was in 
one of his visits to Cape Colonna, at this time, that 
he was near being seized by a party of Mainotes, 
who were lying hid in the caves under the cliff of 
Minerva Sunias. These pirates, it appears, were 
only deterred from attacking him (as a Greek, who 
was then their prisoner, informed him afterwards) 
by a supposition that the two Albanians, whom they 
saw attending him, were but part of a complete 
guard he had at hand. 

In addition to all the magic of its names and scenes, 
the city of Minerva possessed another sort of attrac- 
tion for the poet, to which, wherever he went, his 
heart, or rather imagination, was but too sensible. 
His pretty song, " Maid of Athens, ere we part," is 
said to have been addressed to the eldest daughter of 
the Greek lady at whose house he lodged ; and that 
X 2 



ihe bir Athenian, when he composed these verses, 
may bare been the tenant, for tlie time being, orhis 
fincj:,i*h^tlyp<M3rble. Theodora Macri, his hostess, 
«ax Ae widow oC the lale English vice'COiiBiil, and 
denred a tirelihood from letting, chiefly to English 
trvreflers, the Bpartments which Lord Byron and 
hk fiiend now ot^cupied, and of which the latter 
fieudctun gires lu tbe following description ; — 
■' Our Igdigings ooosUted of a gitdng-room and two 
bed-nie^a, openn^ into a court-yard where there 
were fiie or ax tenton-trees, from which, during our 
(csidcsoc IB the place, was plucked the fruit that 
seasoned the pilaf, and other nationa] dishes served 
Dp at our frugal table." 

The fime of an illustrious poet is not confined to 
hk own penoD and writings, hut imparts a share of 
its qplondow to whatever has been, even remotely, 
coDoecMd with him : and not only ennobles the 
objects of hii fiiendships, his loves, and even his 
likings, but oa evoy spot where he has sojourned 
thraugfa Hfe, leares traces of its light that do not 
CKJIy pass away. little did the Maid of Athens. 
wlule Im^™"^ maocently to the corapluuents of 
the jvaag E^Hhinan, foresee that a day would 
come when he sfaoald make her name and home 
so cdebiBted that trarriten, on their return from 
Greece, would find few things more interesting to 
their bearefs than such details of hers^f and her 
ftnily a£ the fellowing : — 

" Our sefvani, who had gone before to procure 

giccwnmodatiiin. met us at the gate and conducted 

> Thcodun Macn, tbe Consulina's, where we at 
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present live. This lady is the widow of the consul, 
and has three lovely daughters ; the eldest celebrated 
for her beauty, and said to be the subject of those 
stanzas by Lord Byron, — 

" ' Maid of AiJiens, ere we part, 

GivC} ob, give me bock my heart ! ^ &c- 

" At Orehomenus, where stood the Temple of the 
Graces, I was tempted to exclaim, ' Whither have 
the Graces fled ? ' — Little did I expect to find 
them here. Yet here comes one of them with 
golden cups and coffee, and another with a book. 
The book is a register of names, some of which are 
far sounded by the voice of fame. Among them is 
Lord Byron's, connected with some lines which I 
shall send you : — 

" ' Fait Albion, smiling, sees het ton depart, 
To trace the hirtb and nursery af an ; 
Noble hi5 object, glorious is his aim, 

" The counterpoise by Lord Byron : — 

" ' This modest bard, like many a bard unknown, 
Khymes on our name-^ hut wi-iely liidea hra own ; 
Bui yet whoe'er he be, to say no worse. 
His uame would bring more credit than his verse.' 

" The mention of the three Athenian Graces will, 
I can foresee, rouse your curiosity, and fire your 
imagination ; and I may despair of your farther at- 
tention till I attempt to give you some description 
of them. Their apartment is immediately opposite 
to ours, and if you could see them, as we do now, 
mgh the gently waving aromatic plants befora— 
X 3 
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our window, you would leave your heart in 
Athens. 

" Theresa, the Maid of Athens, Catinco, and 
Mariana, are of middle stature. On the crown of 
the head of each is a red Albanian skull-cap, with a 
blue tassel spread out and fastened down like a star. 
Near the edge or bottom of the skull-cap is a hand- 
kerchief of various colours bound round their temples. 
The youngest wears her hair loose, falling on her 
shoulders, — the hair behind descending down the 
back nearly to the waist, and, as usual, mixed with 
silk. The two eldest generally have their hair 
bound, and fastened under the handkerchief. Their 
upper robe is a pelisse edged with fur, hanging loose 
down to the ankles ; below is a handkerchief of 
muslin covering the bosom, and terminating at the 
waist, which is short ; under that, a gown of striped 
silk or muslin, with a gore round the swell of the 
loins, falling in front in graceful negligence; — white 
stockings and yellow slippers complete their attire. 
The two eldest have black, or dark hair and eyes ; 
their visage oval, and complexion somewhat pale, 
with teeth of dazzling whiteness. Their cheeks are 
rounded, and noses straight, rather inclined to aqui- 
Ime. The youngest, Mariana, is very fair, her face 
not so finely rounded, but has a gayer expression than 
her sisters', whose countenances, except when the 
conversation has something of mirth in it, may be 
said to be rather pensive. Their persons are elegant, 
and their manners pleasing and lady-like, such as 
would be fascinating in any country. They possess 
very considerable powers of conversation, and their 
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1 more instructed than those of tiie 
general. With such attractions it 



Greek v 

would, indeed, be remarkable, if they did not meet 
with great attentions from the travellers who occa- 
Hionally are resident in Athens. They sit in tlie 
eastern style, a little reclined, with their limbs ga- 
thered under them on the divan, and without shoes. 
Their employments are the needle, tambouring, and 
reading. 

" I have said that I saw these Grecian beautieij 
through the waving aromatic plants before their 
window. This, perhaps, has raised your imagin- 
ation somewhat too high, in regard to their condi- 
tion. Yon may have supposed their dwelling to 
have every attribute of eastern luxury. The golden 
cups, too, may have thrown a little witchery over 
your excited fancy. Confess, do you not imagine 
that the doors 

•' • Self-open'd into halls, where, who can te!l 
What eicganCG and grandeur wide expajid, 
The pride of Turkey and of Persia's lard ; 
Baft quilts on quiits, on carpets carpets spread, 
And couches etretch'd around in seemly band. 
And ondlcBB pillows rise to prop the head. 
So that each spacious room was one full swelling bed ? ' 

" You will shortly perceive the propriety of my 
' delaying, till now, to inform you that the aromatic 
plants which 1 have mentioned are neither more nor 
less than a few geraniums and Grecian balms, and 
that the room in which the ladies sit is quite unfur- 
nished, the walla neither painted nor decorated by 
•cunning hand.' Then, what would have become 
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of the Graces had I told j-ou sooner that a single 
room is all they have, save a Uttle closet and a kit- 
chen ? You see how careful I have been to mate 
the first impression good ; not that they do not merit 
every praise, but that it is in man's august and ele- 
vated nature to think a little slightingly of merit, 
andevenof beauty, if not supported by some worldly 
shon'. Now, I shall commuuicate to you a secret, 
but in tile lowest whisper. 

" These ladies, since the death of the consul, iheif 
father, depend on strangers living in their spare room 
and closet, — which we now occupy. But, though 
so poor, dieir virtue shines as conspicuously as their 
beauty, 

" Not all the wealth of the East, or the compli 
mentary lays even of the first of England's poets, 
could render them so truly worthy of love and ad- 
miration. " ' 

Ten weeks had flown rapidly away, when the un- 
expected offer of a passage in an English sloop of 
war to SmjTTia induced the travellers to make im- 
mediate preparations for departure, and, on the Stb 
of March, they reluctantly took 1 
" Passing," says Mr. Hobhouse, " through the g 
leading to the Piraeus, we struck into the olive-v 
on the road going to Salamis, galloping at a 
pace, in order to rid ourselves, by hurry, of the 
parting." He adds, " We could not refrain from lot 
ing back, as we passed rapidly I 
we continued to direct our eyes towards the s 
where we had caught the last glimpse of the '. 

• Travela in Italy, Gmece, &c., by H. W. Williams, ] 
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seum and the ruins of the Parthenon through the 
vistas in the woods, for many minutes after the city 
and the Acropolis had been totally hidden from our 

At Smyrna Lord Byron took up his residence in 
the house of the consul-general, and remained there, 
with the exception of two or three days employed in a 
visit to the ruins of Ephesus, till the 11th of April. 
It was during this time, as appears from a memoran- 
dum of hia own, that the two first Cantos of Childe 
Harold, which he had begun five months before at 
loannina, were completed. The memorandum al- 
luded to, which [ find prefixed to his origina] manu- 
script of tlie poem, is as follows : — 

Begun OctobiT 3i5t, 1S09; 
Concluded Canto Qd, Smirna, 



From Smyrna the only letter, at alt interesting, 
which I am enabled to present to the reader, is the 
following; — 

LE-rrE*41. TO MRS. BYRON. 

" Smyrna, M:irch 19. 

" Dear Mother, 

"I cannot write you a long letter; but as I know 
you will not be sorry to receive any intelligence of 
my movements, pray accept what I can give. I have 
traversed the greatest part of Greece, besides Epirus, 
&c. &C., -resided ten weeks at Athens, ar 
on the Asiatic side on my way to Constantinople 






I have just returned &om viewing the rtiins of Epbe- 

sus, a day'Ei journey from Smyrna. I presume you 
have received a long letter I wrote from Albania, 
with an account of my reception by tlie Pacha of 
the province. 

" When I arrive at Constantinople, I shall deter- 
mioe whether to proceed into Persia or return, which 
latter 1 do not wish, if I can avoid it. But I liave 
no intelligence from Mr. H • •, and but one letter 
from yourself. I shall stand in need of remittances 
whether I proceed or return. I liave written to htm 
repeatedly, tliat lie may not plead ignorance of my 
situation for neglect. I can give you no account of 
any thing, for I have not time or opportunity, the 
frigate sailing immediately. Indeed the further I 
go the more my laziness increases, and my aversion 
to letter- writing becomes more confirmed. I have 
written to no one but to yourself and Mr. H • •, 
and these are communications of business and duty 
rather than of inclination. 

" F " • is very much disgusted with his fatigues. 
though lie has undergone nothing that I have not 
shared. He is a poor creature ; indeed English 
servants are detestable travellers. 1 have, besides 
him, two Albanian soldiers and a Greek interpreter; 
all excellent in their way. Greece, particularly in 
the vicinity of Athens, is delightful, — cloutUess 
skies and lovely landscapes. But I must reserve all 
account of my adventures till we meet. I keep no 
journal, but my friend H. writes incessantly. Pray 
take care of Murray and Robert, and tell the boy il 

"' e most fortunate thing for him that he did not 



accompany me to Turkey. Consider this as merely 
a notice of my safety, and believe me, yours, &c. &c- 
" BvROs." 

Onthellthof April he left Smyrna in the Salsette 
frigate, which had been ordered to Constantinople, for 
the purpose of conveying tlie ambassador, Mr. Adair, 
to England, and, after an exploratory visit to the 
ruins of Troas, arrived, at the beginning of the fol- 
lowing month, in the Dardanelles. — While the frigate 
was at anchor in these straits, the following letters to 
his friends Mr.Drury and Mr.Hodgson were written. 

LEiTrii43. TO MR. HENRY DRURY. 

" Salsette frigate, May 3. IBIO, 

" My dear Drury, 

" When I left England, nearly a year ago, you 
requested me to write to you — I will do so, I have 
crossed Portugal, traversed the south of Spain, 
visited Sardinia, Sicily, Malta, and thence passed 
into Turkey, where I am still wandering. I Jirst 
landed in Albania, the ancient Epirus, where we 
penetrated as far as Mount Tomarit — excellently 
treated by the chief Ali Pacha, — and, after journey- 
ing through Ulyria, Chaonia, &c., crossed the Gulf 
of Actium, with a guard of fifty Albanians, and 
passed the Achelous in our route through Acarnania 
and jEtolia. We stopped a short time in the Morea, 
crossed the Gulf of Lepanto, and landed at the foot 
of Parnassus; — saw all that Delphi retains, and so 
on to Thebes and Athens, at which last we remained 
ten weeks. 
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" Hia Majesty's ship, Pylades, brought us to 
Smyrna ; but not before we had topograph ised 
Attica, including, of course, Marathon and the 
Sunian promontory. From Smyrna to the Troad 
^wliich we visited when at ancljor, for a fortnight 
off the tomb of Antilochus) was our next stage; and 
now we are in the Dardanelles, waiting for a wind 
to proceed to Constantinople. 

" This morning I swam from Seslos to Ab^dos. 
The immediate distance is not above a mile, but the 
current renders it hazardous; — so much so that 1 
doubt whether Leander'a conjugal affection must not 
have been a little chilled in his passage to Paradise. 
I attempted it a weeic ago, and failed, — owing to 
the north wind, mid the wonderfiil rapidity of the 
tide, — though I have been from my childhood a 
strong swimmer. But, this morning being calmer, I 
succeeded, and crossed the 'broad Hellespont' in an 
hour and ten minutes. 

" Well, ray dear sir, I have left my home, and 
seen part of Africa and Asia, and a tolerable portion 
of Europe. I have been with generals and admirals, 
princes and pashas, governors and ungovernable s, — 
but I have not time or paper to expatiate. I wish 
to let you know that I live with a friendly remem- 
brance of you, and a hope to meet you again ; and if 
I do this as shortly as possible,attnbute it to anything 
but forgetfulnesa. 

" Greece, ancient and modem, you know too well 
to require description. Albania, indeed, I have seen 
more of than any Englishman (except a Mr. Leake), 
^r it is a country rarely visited, from the 
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character of the natives, though abounding in more 
natural beauties than the classical regions of Greece, 
— which, however, are still eminently beautiful, par- 
ticularly Delphi and Cape Colonna in Attica. Yet 
these are nothing to parts of Illyria and Epirus, 
where places without a name, and rivers not laid 
down in maps, may, one day, when more known, be 
justly esteemed superior subjects, for the pencil and 
the pen, to tlie dry ditch of the llissus and the bogt- 
of Bffiotia. 

" The Troad is a fine field for conjecture and 
snipe-shooting, and a good sportsman and an inge- 
nious scholar may exercise their feet and faculties 
to great advantage upon the spot; — or, if they 
prefer riding, lose their way (as I did) in a cursed 
quagmire of the Scaniander, who wriggles about as 
if the Dardan virgins still oiFered their wonted 
tribute. The only vestige of Troy, or her destroyers, 
are the barrows supposed to contain the carcasses 
of Achilles, Antilochus, Ajax, &c; — but Mount Ida 
is still in high feather, though the sbepberds are 
now-a-days not much like Ganymede. But why 
should 1 say more of these things? are they not 
written in the Boke of Cell? and has not H. got a 
journal? I keep none, as I have renounced scribbling, 

" 1 see not much difference between ourselves and 
the Turks, save that we have * *, and they have 
none — that they have long dresses, and we short, 
and that we talk much, and they little. They are 
sensible people. Ali Pacha told me he was sure I 
was a man of rank, because 1 liad small ears and 
hands, and curling liair. By the by, I apeak the 
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Romaic, or modem Greek, tolerably. It does not 
differ firom the ancient dialects so much as you would 
conceive; but the pronunciation is diametrically 
opposite. Of verse, except in rhyme, they have no 
idea. 

<< I like the Greeks, who are plausible rascals, — 
with all the Turkish vices, without their courage. 
However, some are brave, and all are beautifiil, very 
much resembling the busts of Alcibiades: — the 
women not quite so handsome. I can swear in 
Turkish ; but, except one horrible oath, and ' pimp,' 
and * bread,' and 'water,' I have got no great 
vocabulary in that language. They are extremely 
polite to strangers of any rank, properly protected ; 
and as I have two servants and two soldiers, we get 
on with great ^clat. We have been occasionally in 
danger of thieves, and once of shipwreck, — but 
always escaped. 

" Of Spain I sent some account to our Hodgson, 
but have subsequently written to no one, save notes 
to relations and lawyers, to keep them out of my 
premises. I mean to give up all connection, on my 
return, with many of my best friends — as I supposed 
them — and to snarl all my life. But I hope to have 
one good-humoured laugh with you, and to embrace 
Dwyer, and pledge Hodgson, before I commence 
cynicism. 

" Tell Dr. Butler I am now writing with the 
gold pen he gave me before I left England, which is 
the reason my scrawl is more unintelligible than 
usual. I have been at Athens and seen plenty of 
these reeds for scribbling, some of which he refused 
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to bestow upon me, because topographic Gell bad 
brought them from Attica, But I will not ilescribe, 
— no — you iiiuat be satisfied with simple detail till 
my return, and then we will unfold the flood-gates 
of colloquy. I am in a thirty-six gun frigate, going 
up to fetch Bob Adair from Constantinople, who will 
have the honour to carry this letter. 

" And BO H.'s boke is out*, with some sentimental 
sing-song of my own to fill up, — and bow does it 
take, eh ? and where the devil is the second edition 
of my Satire, with additions ? and my name on the 
title page? and more lines tagged to the end, with 
a new exordium and what not, hot from my anvil 
before I cleared the Channel? The Mediterranean 
and the Atlantic roll between me and criticism ; and 
the thunders of the Hyperborean Review are deat- 
ened by the roar of the Hellespont. 

" Remember me to Claridge, if not translated to 
college, and present to Hodgson assurances f^ my 
high consideration. Now, you will ask, what shall I 
do next? and I answer, I do not know. I may 
return in b few months, but I have intents and 
projects afier visiting Constantinople. — Hobhouse, 

I however, will probably be back in September. 

I " On the 2d of July we have lefl Albion one 
year — ' oblitus meorum obliviscendus et illis.' I 
was sick of my own country, and not much prepos- 
sessed in favour of any other ; but I ' drag on' ' ray 
chain' without ' lengthening it at each remove.' I 
am like the Jolly Miller, caring for nobody, and not 

■ Xbe Miscelliuiji, to which 1 have moie than once referred. 



cared for. All countries are much the same in mj 
rjes. I smoke, anil stare at mountains, and twirl mj 
mu^tachioe very iniiependentiy. I misa no comforts, 
and the musquitoes that rack the morbid frame of H. 
have, luckily for me, little effect on iniiie, because I 
live more temperately. 

" I omitted Ephesus in my catalogue, which I 
visited during my sojourn at Smyrna ; but the 
Temple has almost perished, and St. Paul need 
not trouble himself to epistolise the present brood 
of Ephesiane, n-ho have converted a lar^e churdi 
built entirely of marble into a mosque, and I dtm'l 
know that the edi£ce looks the worse for it. 

■-My paper is full, and my ink ebbing — good 
afternoon '. If you address to me at Malta, the 
letter will be forwarded wherever I may be. H. 
greets you; he pines for his poetry, — at least, 
some tidings of it. I almost forgot to tell you 
that I am dying for love of three Greek girls at 
Athens, sisters. I lived in the same house, Teresa, 
Mariana, and Katinka*, are the names of these 
divinities, — all of tliem under fifteen. Your t 



* He has adopledthisiuiniein bisdescripdon of the St 
in Don Junn, Caiito VI. It was, if I recollect right, it 
making love lu one of these girls that he had recoiiise to an 
act of courtship of^n practiced in that country, —^ lumelTi 
giving himself a ivound acnMs the breast with his dagger. 
The young Athenian, by his own account, looked on very 
cool); during the operation, considering it a fit tribute lo htr 
Ixsutj', but in no degree moved Co gratitude. 
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TO MK. HODGSON. 



" Sdiette fngHte, in Ihc Dordanellts, off Abyiloi., 
May S. 1810. 

' I am on my way to Constantinople, afler a 
IT through Greece, Epirus, &c, and part of Asia 
rMinor, some particulars of which I have just com- 
Itounicated to our ftieiid and host, H. Drury. With 
p-these, then, I shall not trouble you ; but as you 
will perhaps be pleased to hear that I am well, &c., 
I take the opportunity of our ambassador's return to 
forward the few lines I have time to despatch. We ' 
have undergone some inconveniences, and incurred 
partial perils, but no events worthy of communica- 
tion, unless you will deem it one that two days ago 
I swam from SestoB to Abydos. This, with a few 
alarms from robbers, and some danger of shipwreck 
I in a Turkish gttlliot six months ago, a visit to a 
' Pacha, a passion for a married woman at Malta, a 
challenge to on officer, an attachment to three Greek 
girls at Athens, with a great deal of buffoonery and 
fine prospects, form all that has distinguished my 
progress since my departure from Spain. 
I " H. rhymes and journalises ; I stare and do no- 
thing — unless smoking can be deemed an active 
amusement. The Turks take too much care of their 
women to permit them to be scrutinised ; but I have 
lived a good deal with the Greeks, whose modern 
dialect I can converse in enough for my purposes. 
With the Turks I have also some male acquaintances 
— female society is out of the question. I have 
been very well treated by llie Pachas and Governors, 
and have no complaint to make of any kind, Hob^^ 

VOL. I. Y 
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house will one day bform you of all our adventures. 
— were I to attempt therecital, neither »iy paper nof 
1/our patience would hold out during the operation. 

" Nobody, save yourself, has written to me since 
I left England ; but indeed 1 did not request it. 1 
except my relations, who write quite as often aa 
I wish. Of Hobhouse's volume I know nothing, 
except that it is out: and of my second edition Ida 
not even know that, and certainly do not, at this 
distance, interest myself in the matter. 1 hope 
you and Bland roll down the stream of sale with 
rapidity. 

" Of my return I cannot positively speak, but think 
it probable Hobhouse will precede me in that re- 
spect. We have been very nearly one year abroad 
I should wish to gaze away another, at least, in these 
ever-green climates ; but I fear business, law busi- 
ness, the worst of employments, will recall me pre- 
vious to that period, if not very quickly. If so, 
you shall have due notice. 

" I hope you will find me an altered personage, — 
I do not mean in body, but in manner, for I b^in to 
find out that nothing but virtue will do in this d— d 
world. I am tolerably sick of vice, which I have 
tried in its agreeable varieties, and mean, on my 
return, to cut all my dissolute acquaintance, leave 
off wine and carnal company, and betake myself to 
politics and decorum. I am very serious and cynical. 
and a good deal disposed to moralise ; but fortun- 
ately for you the coming homily is cut off by de- 
fault of pen and defection of paper. 

" Good morrow I If you write, address to 
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I Malta, whence your li 
need not remember m 
yours with alt iaitb, 



Ts will be forwarded. You 
o any body, but believe me 



From Constantinople, where he arrived on the 
14th of May, he addressed four or five letters to Mrs. 
Byron, in almost everyone of which his achievement 
in swimming across the Hellespont is commemorated. 
The exceeding pride, indeed, which he took in this 
classic feat (the particulars of which he has himself 
abundantly detailed) may be cited among the in- 
stances of that boyishness of character, which he car- 
ried with him GO remarkably into his maturer years, 
and which, while it puzzled distant observers of his 
cooducl, was not among the least amusing or attach- 
ing of his peculiarities to those who knew him inti- 
mately. So late as eleven years from this period, 
when some sceptical traveller ventured to question, 
after all, the practicability of Leander's exploit, 
Lord Byron, with that jealousy on the subject of 
his own personal prowess which he retained from 
boyhood, entered again, with tresh zeal, into thi' 
discussion, and brought forward two or three other 
instances of his own feats in swimming *, to cor 
I roborate the statement originally made by him. 

• Among Dthen, he mentions his passage of the Tngus in 
1809, which is thus described by M(. Hobbouse ; — " Mj 
coiDponioa had before made a more perilous, but lesa celf- 
brsted, (lassage; for I recoiled thai, when we were in For- 
tagial, be swam from old Lisbon to Belem Castle, and haiing 
mlend with a tide and counter current, the wind bloniiig 



e of these letters to his mother from Con- 
lople, dated May 2tth, after referring.as usual, 
to his notable exploit, " in humble imitation of Lean- 
der, of amorous memory, though," lie adds, " I had 
no Hero to receive me on the other side of the 
Hellespont," he continues thus : — 

'' When our ambassador takes his leave t shall 
accompany him to see the sultan, and afterwards pro- 
bably return to Greece. I have heard nothiog of 
Mr. Hanson but one remittance, without any letter 
from that legal gentleman. If you have occasion 
for any pecuniary supply, pray use my flinds as fer 
as they ffo without reserve ; and, lest this should not 
be enough, in my nest to Mr. Hanson I will direct 
him to advance any sum you may want, leaving 
your discretion how much, in the present state 
my aiFaits, you may think proper to require. I ha^ 
already seen the moat interesting parts of Turkey ii 
Europe and Asia Minor, but shall not proceed fur- 
ther till I hear from England : in the mean lime I 
shall expect occasional supplies, according to cir- 
cumstances ; and shall pass my summer amongst 
my friends, the Greeks of the Morea." 



freshly, was but little less than two hours in crossing the rivci." 
In swimming from Sasloa to Abydos, he was one hour mil 

In Ihe year 1808, he had been nemly drowned, while 

sivimming at Brighton vrith Mr. L. Stanhope. His trienii 

Mr. Hobhouse, and other hystandera, Bent in Bome boatmen, 

-■'th ropee lied round them, who at last succeeded in dragging 

i Byron and Mr. Slmhope from ihe surf, and tlius Bxd 
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He then adds, with his usua] kind solicitude about 
his favourite servants; — 

" Pray take care of my boy Robert, and the old 
man Murray. It is fortunate they returned ; neither 
the youth of the one, nor the age of the other, would 
have suited the changes of climate, and fatigue of 
travelling." 

Lettkr 44. TO MR. HENRY DRURY. 

" Constsntitiople, June IT- tSlo. 

" Though I wrote to you ao recently, I break in 
upon you again to congratulate you on a child being 
bom, as a letter from Hodgson apprizes me of that 
event, in which I rejoice, 

" I am just come from an expedition through the 
fiosphorUB to the Black Sea and the Cyanean Sym- 
plegailes, up which last I scrambled with as great 
risk as ever the Argonauts escaped in their hoy. 
You remember the beginning of the nurse's dole in 
the Medea, of which I beg you to take the following 
translation, done on the summit; — 

'< Oh bow, I wish that an embargo 

Had kept in port the good ship Argo ! 

Who, slill unlHUnch'd from Grecian dackg. 

Hod never passed tiie Azure rocks ; 

Bui now I fear ha trip will lie a 

Damn'd business for my Miss Medea, &c. &c., 

as it very nearly was to me; — for, liad not this sub- 
lime passage been in my head, I should never have 
dreamed of ascending the said rocks, and bruising 
my carcass in honour of the ancients. 

" I have now sat on the Cjaneans, swam from Ses- 

T S 
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tos to Abydos (as I trumpeted in my last)^ and, after 
passing through the Morea again, shall set sail for 
Santo Maura, and toss myself from the Lfeucadian 
promontory; — surviving which operation, I shall 
probably join you in England. H., who will deliver 
this, is bound strai^t for these parts ; and, as he is 
bursting with his travels, I shall not anticipate his 
narratives, but merely beg you not to believe one 
word he says, but reserve your ear for me, if you 
have any desire to be acquainted with the truth. 

<< I am bound for Athens once more, and thence 
to the Morea ; but my stay depends so much on my 
caprice, that I can say nothing of its probable dura- 
tion. I have been out a year already, and may stay 
another ; but I am quicksilver, and say nothing posi- 
tively. We are all very much occupied doing no- 
thing, at present. We have seen every thing but the 
mosques, which we are to view with a firman on 
Tuesday next. But of these and other sundries let 
H. relate with this proviso, that / am to be referred 
to for authenticity ; and I beg leave to contradict all 
those things whereon he lays particular stress. But, 
if he soars at any time into wit, I give you leave to 
applaud, because that is necessarily stolen from his 
fellow-pilgrim. Tell Davies that H. has made ex- 
cellent use of his best jokes in many of his Majesty's 
ships of war ; but add, also, that I always took care 
to restore them to the right owner ; in consequence 
of which he (Davies) is no less famous by water than 
by land, and reigns unrivalled in the cabin as in the 
< Cocoa Tree.' 

" And Hodgson has been publishing more poesy 
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— I wish he would send me his 'Sir Edgar,' and 
' Bland's Anthology,' to Malta, where they will be 
forwarded. In my last, which I hope you received, 
I gave an outline of the ground wo have covered. 
If you have not been overtaken by this despatch, 
H.'s tongue 18 at your service. Remember me to 
Dwyer, who owes me eleven guineas. Tell him lo 
put them in my banker's hands at Gibraltar or Con- 
stantinople. I believe he paid them once, but that 
goes for nothing, as it was an annuity. 

" I wish you would write. I have heard from 
Hodgson frequently. Malta is my post-office. I 
mean to be with you by next Montem. You re- 
member the last, — I hope for sucli another ; but 
after having swam across the ' broad Hellespont," I 
dj i'l ftin Datchett. * Good afternoon ! I am yours, 
very aincerely, 

" BVRON." 



About ten days after the date of this letter, we find 
another addressed to Mrs. Byron, which— with much 
that is merely a repetition of what he had detailed in 
former communications — contains also a good deal 
worthy of being extracted. 



* Alluding to hia having swur 
Mr, H, Dniry, after 
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they could perform the passage backwards and forwa: 
without touching land. In this trial (which took place 
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L«t™«. to MRS. BYRON. 
" Dear Mother, 

"Mr. Hobliouse, wlio will forward or deliver this 
und is on liis return to England, can infonn you of 
our different movements, but I am very uncertain as 
lo my own return. He will probably be down in 
Notts, some time or other ; but Fletcher, whom I 
send back as an incumbrance (English servants are 
sad travellers), will supply his place in the interim, 
and describe our travels, which have been tolerably 
extensive. 

" I remember Mahmout Pacha, the grandson of 
Ali Paclia, at Yanina, (a little fellow of ten years of 
age, with large black eyes, which our ladies would 
purchase at any price, and those regular features 
which distinguish the Turks,) asked me how I came 
to travel so young, without anybody to take care of 
me. This iguestiou was put by the little man with 
all the gravity of threescore. I cannot now write 
I'flpiously ; I have only time to tell you that I have 
l>asiied many a fatiguing, but never a tedious moment; 
and all that I am airaid of is that I shall contract 
a gipsylike wandering disposition, which will make 
home tiresome to me : this, I am told, is very common 
with men in the habit of peregrination, and, indeed, 
I feel it so. On the third of May I swam from Sestos 
to Abydos. You know the Story of Leander, but I 
had no Hero to receive me at landing. 

"I have been in all the principal mosques by the 
vhtue of a firman : this is a favour rarely permitted 
to infidels, but the ambassador's departure obtained 
it for ua. I have been up the Bosphorus into the 
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Black Sea, round the walls of the city, and, indeed, 
I know more of it by sight than 1 do of London. I 
hope to amuse you some winter's evening with the 
details, but at present yon must excuse me ; — I am 
not able to write long letters in June. I return to 

I spend my summer in Greece. 
" F. is a poor creature, and requires comforts that 
I can dispense with. He is very sick of his travels, 
but you must not believe his account of the country. 
He sighs for ale, and idleness, and a wife, and the 
devil knows what besides. I have not been disap- 
pointed or disgusted. I have lived with the ]iighest 
and the iowest. I have been for days in a Pacha's 
palace, and have passed many a night in a cowhouse, 
and I find the people inofTensivc and kind. I have 
also passed some time with the principal Greeks in 
the Morea and Livadia, and, though inferior to the 
Turks, they are better than the Spaniards, who, in 
their turn, excel the Portuguese. Of Constantinople 
you will find many descriptions in di£Ferent travels ; 
but Lady Wortley errs strangely when she says, ' St. 
Paul's would cut a strange figure by St. Sophia's.' 
I have been in both, surveyed them inside and out 
attentively. St. Sophia's is undoubtedly the moat 
interesting from its immense antiquity, and the cir- 
cumstance of all the Greek emperors, from Justinian, 
having been crowned there, and several murdered at 
the altar, besides the Turkish sultans who attend it 
regularly. But it is inferior in beauty and size to 
some of the mosques, particularly ' Soleyman,' &c., 
and not to be mentioned in the same page with St. 
Paul's (I speak like a Codrnty). However, I prefer 
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the Gothic cathedral of Seville to St. Paul's, Si. 
Sophia's, and aiiy religious building I have ever 
seen. 

" The walls of the Seraglio are like the walls of 
Newetead gardens, onlj' higher, and much in the 
same order ; but the ride by the walls of the city, 
on the land side, is beautiful. Imagine four miles 
of imraense triple battlements, covered witli ivy, 
surmounted with 218 towers, and, on the other side 
of the road, Turkish burying-grounds (the loveliest 
spots oil earth), full of enormous cypresses. I have 
seen the ruins of Athens, of Ephesus, and Delphi. 
I have traversed great part of Turkey, and many 
other parts of Europe, and some of Asia ; but I 
never beheld a work of nature or art which yielded 
an impression like the prospect on each side from 
the Seven Towers to the end of the Golden Horn. 

" Now for England. 1 am glad to hear of the pro- 
gress of 'English Bards,' &c.; — of course, you 
observed I have made great additions to the new 
edition. Have you received my picture from San- 
ders, Vigo Lane, London ? It was finislied and paid 
for long before I left England : pray, send for it. 
You seem to be a mighty reader of magazines : 
where do you pick up all this intelligence, quota- 
tions, &c. &c.? Though I was happy to obtain my 
seat without the assistance of Lord Carlisle, I bad 
no measures to keep with a man who declined 
interfering as my, relation on that occasion, and I 
have done with him, though 1 regret distressing 
Mrs. Leigh, poor thing 1 — I hope she is happy. 

" It is my opinion that Mr. B * * ought to 
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Miss R • •. Our first duty is not to Jo evil ; but, 
alas I that ia impossible : our next is to repair it, if 
in our power, llie girl ia hia equal : if ahe were 
his iuterior, a sum of money and provision fur the 
child would be some, though a poor, compenaation : 
as it is, he should marry her. I will have do gay 
deceivers on my estate, and I shall not allow my 
tenants a privilege I do not permit myself — dot of 
debauching each otiier's daughters. God knows, I 
have been guilty of many excesses ; but, as I have 
laid down a resolution to reform, and lately kept it, 
I expect tliis Lothario to follow the example, and 
begin by restoring this girl to society, or, by the 
beard of my father I he shall hear of it. Pray take 
some notice of Robert, who will miss his master : 
poor boy, he was very unwilling to return. I trust 
you are well and happy. It will be a pleasure to 
hear from you. Believe me yours very sincerely, 

« P. S,— How is Joe Murray ? 

" P. S. — I open my letter again to tell you that 
Fletcher having petitioned to accompany me into the 
Morea, I have takeu him with me, contrary to the 
intention expressed in my letter." 

Tlie reader has not, I trust, passed carelessly over 
the latter part of this letter. There is a healthful- 
ness in the moral feeling ao unaifcctedly expressed 
in it, which seems to answer for a heart sound at 
the core, however passion might have scorclied it. 
Some years after, when he had become more con- 
firmed in that artificial tone of banter, in wliichjl 
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was, unluckily. hU babit to spesk of liis own g 
fedingi, as veil as those of others, however caps 
he might still have been of the same anuable si 
ments. I question much whether the p»-verse fear 
of being thought desirous to pass for moral vould 
not have prevented him from thus Daiurally and h 
oesttj avoiring them. 

The following extract from a cominunicaEion i 
dressed to a distinguished monthly work, by a t 
veller who, at this period, happened t 
Livd Byron at Constant in opte, bears sufficiently the 
features of authenticity to be presented, without 
hesitation, to my readers. 

" We were interrupted in our debate by the ( 
trance of a stranger, whom, on the lirst glance, 1 
guessed to be an Englishman, but lately arrived a 
Constantinople. He wore a scarlet coat, richly 
embroidered with gold, in the style of an English 
aide^e-t:amp'E dress uniform, with two heavy e\ 
lettes. His countenance announced him to be a 
the age of two-and'twenty. His features \f-et, 
remarkably delicate, and would have ^ven him I 
feminine appearance, but for the manly expres 
of his fine blue eyes. On entering the inner s 
he took off his feathered cocked-hat, and showed M 
head of curly auburn hair, which improved i 
small degree the uncommonbeautyof bis face. The 
impression which his whole appearance made upon 
my mind was such, that it has ever since remunet 
deeply engraven on it; and although fifteen j 
have since gone by, the lapse of time has not in 
slightest d^ree impaired the Ireshness of the n 
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lection. He woe attended by a Janissary attached 
to the English embassy, and by a person who pro- 
fessionally acted as a Cicerone to strangers. These 
circumstances, together with a very visible lameness 
in one of his legs, convinced me at once he was Lord 
Byron. I had already heard of his Lordsliip, and of 
his late arrival in the Salsette frigate, which had 
come up from the Smyrna station, to fetch away Mr. 
Adair, our ambassador to the Porte. Lord Byron 
had been previously travelling in Epirus anil Asia 
Minor, with his friend Mr. Hobhouse, and had 
become a great amateur of smoking : he was con- 
ducted to this shop for the purpose of purchasing a 
few pipes. The indifferent Italian, jn which lan- 
guage he spoke to his Cicerone, and the latter's still 
more imperfect Turkish, made it ditficuh for the 
shopkeeper to understand their wishes, and as this 
seemed to vex the stranger, I addressed him in 
English, offering to interpret for him. When his 
Lordship thus discovered me to be an Englishman, 
he shook me cordially by the hand, and assured me, 
with some warmth in his manner, that he always felt 
great pleasure when he met with a countryman 
abroad. His purchase and my bargain being com- 
pleted, we walked out together, and rambled about 
the streets. In several of which I had the pleasure of 
directing his attention to some of the most remark- 
able curiosities in Constantinople. The peculiar 
circumstances under which our acquaintance took 
place, established between us, in one day, a certain 
degree of intimacy, which two or three years' fre- 
quenting each other's company in England would 



most likely not have accomplished. I freijuentlj 
addresBed him by his name, but he did not think of 
enquiring how I came to learn it, nor of asking' mine. 
His Lordship had not yet laid the foundation of that 
literary renown which he afterwards acquired ; on 
the contrary, he was only known as the author of his 
Hours of Idleness ; and the severity with which the 
Edinburgh Reviewers had criticised tliat producticm 
was still fresh in every English reader's recollection. 
I could not, therefore, be supposed to seek his 
acquaintance from any of those motives of vanity 
which have actuated so many others since : but it 
was natural that, after our accidental rencontre, and 
all that passed between us on that occasion, I should, 
on meeting him in the course of the same week at 
dinner at the English ambassador's, have requested 
one of the secretaries, who was intimately acquainted 
with him, to introduce me to him in regular form. 
His Lordship testified his perfect recollection of me, 
but in the coldest manner, and immediately after 
turned his back on me. This unceremonious pro' 
ceeding, forming a striking contrast with previous 
occurrences, had something so strange in it, that I 
was at a loss how to account for it, and felt at the 
same time much disposed to entertain a less favour- 
able opinion of his Lordship than his apparent frank- 
ness had inspired me with at our first meeting. It 
was not, therefore, without surprise, that, some days 
after, I saw him in the streets, coming up to me with 
a smile of good nature in his countenance. He 
accosted me in a familiar manner, and, offering me 
his hand, said, — 'I am an enemy to English eti- 
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quette, especially out of England ; and I always 
make my own acquaintance without wttiiing for the 
formality of an introduction. If you have nothing to 
do, and are disposed for another ramble, I shall be 
glad of your company.' There was that irresistible 
attraction in his manner, of which those who have 
had the good fortune to be admitted into his intimacy 
can alone have felt the power in his moments of 
good humour ; and I readily accepted his proposal. 
We visited again more of the most remarkable 
curiosities of the capital, a description of which 
would here be but a repetition of what a hundred 
travellers have already detailed with the utmost 
minuteness and accuracy; but his Lordship expressed 
much disappointment at their want of interest. He 
praised the picturesque beauties of the town itself, 
and its surrounding scenery ; and seemed of opinion 
that nothing else was worth looking at He spoke 
of the Turks in a manner which might have given 
reason to suppose that he had made a long residence 
among them, and closed his observations with these 
words : — ' The Greeks will, sooner or later, rise 
against them ; but if ihey do not make haste, I hope 
Buonaparte will come, and drive the useless rascals 

During his stay at Constantinople, the English 
minister, Mr. Adair, being indisposed the greater 
part of the time, had but few opportunities of seeing 
him. He, however, pressed him, with much hospi- 
tality, to accept a lodging at the English palace, 

" New Monthly Magaiine. 
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which Lord Bjron, preferring the freedom of his ' 
homely inn, declined. At the audience granted t 
the ambassador, on his taking leave, by the Sultan, 
the noble poet attended in the train of Mr. Adair. 
— having shown an anxiety as to tlie place he 
to hold in the procession, not a little characteristic J 
of his jealous pride of rank. In vain had tlie n 
ter assured hiin that no particular station could be 
allotted to him ; — that the Turks, in their ar- 
rangements for the ceremonial, considered only the 
persons connected with the embassy, and neither at- 
tended to, nor acknowledged, the precedence which 
our forms assign to nobility. Seeing the young 
|ieer still unconvinced by these representations, 
Mr. Adair was, at length, obliged to refer him to 
an authority, considered infallible on such points of 
etiquette, the old Austrian Internuncio; — on con- 
sulting whom, and finding his opinions agree fiilly 
with those of the English minister, Lord Byron de- 
clared himself perfectly satisfied. 

On the lith of July his fellow-traveller and him- 
self took their departure from Constantinople on board 
the Salsette frigate, — Mr. Hobhouse with the in- 
tention of accompanying the ambassador to England, 
and Lord Byron with the resolution of visiting his 
beloved Greece again. To Mr. Adair he appeared. 
at this time, (and I find that Mr. Bruce, who met him 
afterwards at Athens, conceived the same impression 
of him,) to be labouring under great dejection of 
spirits. One circumstance related to me, as having 
^occurred in the course of the passage, is not a little 
triking. Perceiving, as he walked the deck, a small 
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yataghan, or Turkish dagger, on one of the benchea, 
he took it up, unsheatlied it, and, having stood for a 
few moments contemplating the blade, was heard to 
say, in an under voice, " I should like to know how a 
person feels after committing a murder I " In this 
startling speech we may detect, I think, the germ of 
his future Giaours and Laras. This intense wiiA, to 
explore the dark workings of the passions was what, 
with the aid of imagination, at length generated the 
/Hiufr,' and that faculty which entitled him afterwards 
to be 60 truly styled " the searcher of dark bosoms," 
may be traced to, perhaps, its earliest stirrings in the 
sort of feeling that produced these words. 

On their approaching the island of Zea, he ex- 
pressed a wish to be put on shore. Accordingly, 
having taken leave of his companions, he was landed 
upon this small island, with two Albanians, a Tartar, 
and one English servant ; and in one of his manu- 
scripts he has himself described the proud, solitary 
feeling with which he stood to see the sJiip sail 
swiftly away — leaving him there, in a land of stran- 
gers aione. 

A few days after, he addressed the following let- 
ters to Mrs. Byron from Athens. 

L«TT«46. TO MRS, BVBON. 

L >' Athens, July 25. ISID. 

' " Dear Mother, 

" I have arrived here in four days from Constan- 
tinople, which is considered as singularly quick, 
particularly for the season of the year. You northern 
gentry can have no conception of a Greek summer j 
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which, however, is a perfect frost compared nidi 
Malta and Gibraltar, where I reposed myself in the 
shade last year, after a gentle gallop of four hundred 
miles, witliout intermission, through Portugal 
Spain. You see, by my date, that I am at Athent 
again, a place which I tliiok I prefer, upon the 
to any I have seen. 

" My next movement is to-morrow into the Ml 
rca, where I shall probably remain a mcmth 
and then return to winter here, if I do not change 
my plans, which, however, are very variable, as yoy 
may suppose ; but none of them verge to England. 

" The Marquis of Sligo, my old fellow-coUegiaD, 
is liere, and wishes to accompany me into the Morea. 
We shall go together for that purpose. Lord S. will 
afterwards pursue his way to the capital ; and Lord 
B., having seen all the wonders in that (juarter, will 
let you know what he does next, of which at present 
he is not quite certain. Malta is my perpetual post, 
office, from which my letters are forwarded to all 
parts of the habitable globe : —by the by, I have nnw 
been in Asia, Africa, and the east of Europe, and, 
indeed, made the most of my time, without hurrying 
over the most interesting scenes of the ancient world. 
F • *, after having been toasted, and roasted, and 
baked, and grilled, and eaten by all sorts of creeping 
things, begins to philosophise, is grown a refined as 
well as a resigned character, and promises at his re- 
turn to become an ornament to bis own parish, and a 
very prominent person in the fiiture family pedigree 
of the F • • s, who I take to be Goths by their 
iplishments, Greeks by their acuteness. 
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ancient Saxons by their appetite. He (F * *) begB 
leave to send half-a-dozen sighs to Sally his spouse, 
aod wonders (though I do not) that his ill written 
and worse spelt letters have never come to hand ; as 
for that matter, there is no great loss in either of our 
letters, saving and except that 1 wish yon to know 
we are well, and warm enough at this present writ- 
ing, God knows. You must not expect long letters 
at present, for they are written with the sweat of 
my brow, I assure you. It is rather singular that Mr. 
H " * has not written a syllable since my departure. 
Your letters I have mostly received as well as 
others ; from which I conjecture that the man of 
law is either angry or busy. 

" I trust you like Newstead, and agree with your 
neighbours ; but you know i/oa are a vixen — is not 
that a dutiful appellation ? Pray, take care of my 
books and several boxes of papers in the hands of 
Joseph ; and pray leave me a few bottles of cham- 
pagne to drink, for I am very tliirsty ; — but I do 
not insist on the last article, without you like it. I 
suppose you have your house full of silly women, 
prating scandalous things. Have you ever received 
my picture in oil from Sanders, London ? It has 
been paid for these sixteen months : why do you not 
get it ? My suite, consisting of two Turks, two 
Greeks, n Lutheran, and the nondescript, Fletcher, 
are making so much noise, that I am glad to sign 

" Yours, &c. &c. BvaoN." 

z2 
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A day or two after tlie date of this, he left Athm 
in company n-ith the Marijuis of Sligo. Hafii^ 
travelled together as far as Corinth, tJiey from thence 
branched off In different directions, — Lord Sllgo In 
pay a visit to the capital of the Morea, and Lord 
Byron to proceed to Patras, where he had some 
business, as will be seen by the following lettci, witL 
the English consul, Mr. Strang : — 

LtTTBii 47. TO MRS. BYRON. M 

" PaHas. Jul; 30, '^1 

" Dear Madam, ^^ 

" In four days from Constantinople, with i 
favourable wind, I arrived in the frigate at the 
island of Ceos, from whence I took a boat to Athens, 
where I met my friend the Marquis of Sligo, wb 
expressed a wish to proceed with me as far as 
Corinth. At Corinth we separated, he for Tripo- 
litza, I for Patras, where I had some business witb 
whose house I now write, 
every service in his power 
a my way to Constantinoplf, 
o yoii twice or thrice. In s 
t Tripolitza, make tiie 
1 again to Athens, 



the consul, Mr. Strang, 
He has rendered me 
since I quitted Malta o 
whence 1 have written 
few days I visit the Pachi 
tour of the Morea, 

which at present is my head-ijuartors. The heal 
at present intense. In England, if it reaches 9S°, 
you are alt on fire : the other day, in travelling 
between Athens and Megara, the thermometer »m 
at 1'25° I I I Yet I feel no inconveoience ; of course 
I am much bronzed, hut I live temperately, wtd 
Jiever enjoyed better health. 
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" Before I left Constantinople, I saw the Sultan 
(with Mr. Adair), and the interior of the mosques, 
things which rarely happen to travellers. Mr. Hob- 
house is gone to England: I am in no hurry to 
return, but iiave no partieular communications for 
jour country, except my surprise at Mr. H * * 'a 
silence, and my desire that he will remit regularly. 
I suppose some arrangement has been made with 
regard to Wymondham and ttochdale. Malta is my 
post-office, or to Mr, Strang, consul-general, Patras, 
Morea. You complain of my silence — I have 
written twenty or thirty times within the last year; 
never less than twice a month, and oflen more. If 
my letters do not arrive, you must not conclude that 
we are eaten, or that there is a war, or a pestilence, or 
famine : neither must you credit silly reports, wiiicli 
I dare say you have in Notts^ as usual. 1 am very 
well, and neither more nor less happy than I usually 
am ; except that I am very glad to be once more 
alone, for 1 was sick of my companion, — not that he 
was a bad one, but because my nature leads me to 
solitude, and that every day adds to this disposition. 
If I chose, here are many men who would wish to 
join me — one wants me to go to Egypt, anotlier lo 
Asia, of which I have seen enough. The greater 
part of Greece is already my own, so that I shall 
only go over rey old ground, and look upon my old 
seas and mountains, the only acquaintances I ever 
found improve upon me. 

" I have a tolerable suite, a Tartar, two Albanians, 
an interpreter, besides Flctclier; but in this country 
these are easily maintained. Adair received s 
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wonderfully well, and indeed I have no comptaiati 
against any one. Hospitality here is necessary, fot 
inns are not. I have lived in ibe houses of Greeks, 
Turks, Italians, and English — to-day in a palace, 
lo-niotTow in a cowhouse ; this day with a Pacha, the 
next with a shepherd. I shtill continue to write 
briefly, but frequently, and aM glad to hear trom 
you; but you fill your letters with things from the 
papers, as if Enghsh papers were not found all over 
the world. 1 have at tliis moment a dozen before 
me. Pray take care of my books, and believe me, 
my dear mother, yours," &c. 

The greater part of the two following months he 
appears to have occupied in making a tour of the 
Morea • ; and the very distinguished reception he 
met with from Veley Pacha, tlie son of AH, is men- 
tioned with much pride, in more than one of his 

On his return from tliis tour to Patras. lie was 
seized with a fit of illness, the particulars of wliich 
are mentioned in the following letter to Mr.Hodgson: 
and they are, in many respects, so similar to those of 
the last fatal malady, with which, fourteen year& 
afterwards, he was attacked, in nearly the same spat. 



. prefiied to hiB Si^B 
of Corinth, he says, — " I visited all Ihree (Tripolilia, Napoli, 
Mid Argos,) in 1810-11, nnd in the course of jourDeying 
through t 




1810 LIFE OP LORD BYBON. 343 

that, livelily as the account h written, it is difficult to 
read it without melancholy : — 

Letter 48. TO MR. HODGSON. 

" Patras, MorcB, October 3. 1810. 

" As I have just escaped from a physician and 
a fever, which confined me five days to bed, you 
won't expect much 'allegreitza' in the ensuing letter. 
In this place there iB an indigenous distemper, which, 
when the wind blows fi-om the Gu!f of Corinth (as 
it does five months out of six), attacks great and 
email, and makes woful work with visiters. Here 
be also two physicians, one of whom trusts to his 
genius (never having studied) — the other to a cam- 
paign of eighteen months against the sick of Otranto, 
which he made in his youth with great effect. 

" When I was seized with my disorder, I protested 
against both these aasassins ; — but what can a 
helpless, feverish, toast-and- watered poor wretch 
do? In spite of my teeth and tongue, the English 
consul, my Tartar, Albanians, dragoman, forced a 
physician upon me, and in three days vomited and 
glystered me to the last gasp. In this state I made 
my epitaph — take it: — 

" Youth, Nature, and relenting Jove, 
To keep my lamp in strongly strove; 



But Nature and Jove, being piqued at my doubts, 
did, in fact, at last, beat Romanelli, and here I am, 
veil but weakly, at your service. 
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<< Since I lefl Constantinople, I have made a tour 
of the Morea, and visited Veley Pacha, who paid me 
great honours, and gave me a pretty stallion. H. is 
doubtless in England before even the date of this 
letter :— he bears a despatch from me to your hardship. 
He writes to me from Malta, and requests my journal, 
if I keep one. I have none, or he should have it ; 
but I have replied in a consolatory and exhortatory 
epistle, praying him to abate three and sixpence in 
the price of his next boke. seeing that half-a-guinea 
is a price not to be given for any thing save an opera 
ticket. 

" A^ for England, it is long since I have heard 
from it. Every one at all connected with my con- 
cerns is asleep, and you are my only correspondent, 
agents excepted. I have really no friends in the 
world; though all my old school companions are 
gone forth into that world, and walk about there in 
monstrous disguises, in the garb of guardsmen, 
lawyers, parsons, fine gentlemen, and such other 
masquerade dresses. So, I here shake hands and 
cut with all these busy people, none of whom write 
to me. Indeed I ask it not ; — and here I am, a poor 
traveller and heathenish philosopher, who hath per- 
ambulated the greatest part of the Levant, and seen 
a great quantity of very improvable land and sea, 
and, afler all, am no better than when I set out — 
Lord help me I 

" I have been out fifteen months this very day, and 
I believe my concerns will draw me to England soon ; 
but of this I will apprise you regularly from Malta. 
On all points Hobhouse will inform you, if you are 
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curious as to our adveotures. I have seen some old 
English papers up to the 15th of May. I see the 
' Lady of the Lake' advertised. Of course it is in 
his old ballad style, and pretty. After all, Scott is 
the best of them. The end of all scribblement is to 
amuse, and he certainly succeeds there. I long to 
read his new romance. 

" And how does ' Sir Edgar?' and your friend 
Bland ? I suppose you are involved in some literary 
squabble. The only way is to despise al! brothers of 
the quill. I suppose you won't allow me to be an 
author, but I contemn you all, you dogs ! — I do. 

" You don't know D s, do you ? He had a 

&rce ready for tlie stage before I left England, and 
asked me for a prologue, which I promised, but 
sailed in such a hurry, I never penned a couplet. I 
am afraid to ask after his drama, for fear it should 
be damned — Lord forgive me for using such a word I 
but the pit. Sir, you know the pit — they will do 
those things in spite of merit. I remember this 
farce from a curious circumstance. When Drury 
Lane was burnt to the ground, by wliich accident 
Sheridan and his son lost the few remaining shillings 

they were worth, what doth my friend D do ? 

Why, before the fit? was out, he writes a note to 
Tom Sheridan, the manager of this combustible 
concern, to enquire wliother this farce was not con- 
verted into fuel, with about two thousand othei 
unactable manuscripts, which of course were in great 
peril, if not actually consumed. Now was not this 
characteristic? — the ruling passions of Pope are 
nothing to it. Whilst the poor distracted manager 
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was boraning the loss of a buildiag only worth 
300,000/, together with same twenty thousand 
pounds of rags and tinsel in the tiring rooms, Blue- 
beard's elephants, mid all that — in comes a note 
trom a scorching author, requiring at his hands two 
acts and odd scenes of a tarcc ! ! 

" Dear H„ remind Drury that I am bis well- 
wisher, and let Scrope Davies be well affected 
towards me. I look forward to meeting you at 
NKwstead, and renewing our old champagne evenings 
with all the glee of anticipation. 1 have written by 
every opportunity, and expect responses aa r^uiar 
■s those of the liturgy, and somewhat longer. As 
it is impossible for a man in his senses to hope for 
bappy days, let us at least look forward to merry 
ones, which come nearest to the other in appear- 
ance, if not in reality; and in such expectations I 
remain," &c. 

He was a good deal weakened and thinned by his 
illness at Patras, and, on his return to Athens, stand- 
ing one day before a looking-glass, he said to Lord 
Sligo — " How pale I look I — I should like, I think. 
to die of a consumption." — "Why of a consumption?" 
asked his friend. " Because then (he answered) 
the women would all say, ' See that poor Byron — 
how interesting be looks in dying ! '" Li this anec- 
dote, — which, slight as it is, the relater remembered, 
as a proof of the poet's consciousness of his own 
beauty, — may be traced also the habitual reference 
of his imagination to tliat sex, which, however he 



laiO. LIFE OF LORD BYRON. S-tT 

affected to liespise it, influenced, more or less, tlie 
flow and colour of all his thoughta. 

He spoke oflen of his mother to Lord Sligo, and 
with a feeling that seemed little short of aversion. 
" Some time or other," he said, " I will tell you why 1 
feel thus towards her." — A few days after, when 
they were bathing together in the Gulf of Lepanto, 
he referred to this promise, and, pointing to his 
naked leg and foot, exciaimed — " Look there I — it 
is to her false delicacy at my birth I owe that de- 
formity; and yet, as long as I can remember, she 
has never ceased to taunt and reproach me with it. 
Even a few days before we parted, for the last time, 
on my leaving England, she, in one of her fits of 
paasion,utteredanimprecationuponme, praying that 
I might prove as ill formed in mind as I am in 
body 1" His look and manner, in relating this fright- 
ful circumstance, can be conceived only by those 
who have ever seen him in a similar state of escite- 

The little value he had for those relics of ancient 
art, in pursuit of which he saw all bis classic fellow- 
travellers so ardent, was, like every thing he ever 
thought or felt, unreservedly avowed by him. Lord 
Sligo having it in contemplation to expend some 
money in digging for antiquities, Lord Byron, in 
offering to act as his agent, and to see the money, 
at least, honestly applied, said — " You may safely 
trust me — I am no dQettante. Your connoisseurs 
are all thieves ; but I care too little for these things 
ever to steal them." 

The system of thinning himself, which he had 
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b^un before he left England, was continued still 
more rigidly abroad. While at Athens, he took the 
hot bath for this purpose, three times a week, — his 
usual drink being vinegar and water, and his food 
seldom more than a little rice. 

Among the persons, besides Lord Sligo, whom he 
saw most of at this time, were Lady Hester Stan- 
hope and Mr. Bruce. One of the first objects, 
indeed, that met the eyes of these two distinguished 
travellers, on their approaching the coast of Attica, 
was Lord Byron, disporting in his favourite element 
under the rocks of Cape Colonna. They were after- 
wards made acquainted with each other by Lord 
Sligo ; and it was in the course, I believe, of their 
first interview, at his table, that Lady Hester, with 
that lively eloquence for which she is so remarkable, 
took the poet briskly to task for the depreciating 
opinion, which, as she understood, he entertained of 
all female intellect. Being but little inclined, were 
he even able, to sustain such a heresy, against one 
who was in her own person such an irresistible 
refutation of it, Lord Byron had no other refuge from 
the fair orator's arguments than in assent and 
silence; and this well-bred deference being, in a 
sensible woman's eyes, equivalent to concession, they 
became, from thenceforward, most cordial friends. 
In recalling some recollections of this period in his 
" Memoranda," after relatmg the circumstance of 
his being caught bathing by an English party at 
Sunium, he added, " This was the beginning of the 
most delightful acquaintance which I formed in 
Greece." He then went on to assure Mr. Bruce, 
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if ever those pages should meet his eyes, that the 
days they had passed together at Athens were 
remembered by him with pleasure. 

During tliis period of his stay in Greece, we find 
him forming one of those extraordinary friendships, 
— if attachment to persons so inferior to himself can 
be called by that name, — of which I have already 
mentioned two or three instances in his younger days, 
and in which the pride of being <& protector, and the 
pleasure of exciting gratitude, seem to have consti- 
tuted to his mind the chief, pervading charm. The 
person, whom he now adopted in this manner, and 
from similar feelings to those which had inspired his 
early attachments to the cottage-boy near Newstead, 
and the youog chorister at Cambridge, was a Greek 
youth, named Nicolo Giraud, the son, I believe, of 8 
widow lady, in whose house the artist Lusieri lodged. 
In this young man he appears to have taken the 
most lively, and even brotherly, interest ; — so much 
so, as not only to have presented to him, on their 
parting, at Malta, a considerable sum of money, but 
to have subsequently designed for him, as the reader 
will learn, a still more munificent, as well as per- 
manent, provision, 

Though lie occasionally made excursions through 
Attica and the Morea, his head-quarters were fixed 
at Athens, where he had taken lodgings in & Fran- 
ciscan convent, and, in the intervals of his tours, em- 
ployed hmself in collecting materials for those 
notices on the state of modern Greece which he has 
appended to the second Canto of Childe Harold. In 
this retreat, also, as if in utter defiance of the 
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■genius loci," he wrote his " Hints from Horace,"- 
a Satire which, impregnated as it is with Londo^ 
life from beginning to end, bears the date, "Athea% 
Capuchin Convent, March 12. 1811." 

Frora the few remaining letters addressed to i 
mother, I shall content myself with selectiog the twa 
following: — 

Lettu49. to MRS. BYRON. 

" Athens, January 14. IBIL. 

" My dear Madam, 

"I seize an occasion to write as usual, shortly, 
but frequendy, as the arrival of letters, where 
exists no regular communication, is, of course, vei 
precarious. I have lately made several small toil 
of some hundred or two miles about the More 
Attica, &c., as I have finished my grand giro by tl 
Troad, Constantinople, &c^ and am returned dow 
again to Athens. I believe I have mentioned toy< 
more than once that I swam (in imitation of Leandc 
though without his lady) across the Hellespont, fro 
Sestos to Abydos. Of tliis, and all other particul&i 
Ft whom I have sent home with papers, &&, w 
apprise you. I cannot hod that he is any losa 
being tolerably master of tlie Italian and mode) 
Greek languages, which last I am also studyii 
with a master, I can order and discourse more thi 
enough for a reasonable man. Besides, the perpetu 
lamentations afler beef and beer, the stupid, bigoti 
contempt for every thing foreign, and insurmountab 
icity of acquirmg even a few words of any la 
rendered him, like all other English servwil 
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an incumbrance. I do assure you, the plague of 
speaking for him, the comforts he required (more 
than myself by far), the pilaws (a Turkish dish of 

3 and meat) which he could not eat, the wines 
which he could not drink, the beds where he could 
not sleep, and the long list of calamities, such as 
stumbling horses, want of tea ! ! ! &c., which as- 
sailed him, would have made a lasting source of 
laughter to a spectator, and inconvenience to a 
master. After all, the man is honest enough, and, 
in Christendom, capable enough ; but in Turkey, 
Lord forgive me I my Albanian soldiers, my Tartars 
and Janissar}', worked for him and us too, as my 
friend Hobhouse can testily. 

" It is probable I may steer homewards in spring; 
but to enable me to do that, I must have remit- 
tances. My own funds would have lasted me very 
well ; but 1 was obliged to assist a friend, who, I 
know, will pay me ; but, in the mean time, I am out 
of pocket. At present, I do not care to venture a 
winter's voyage, even if I were otherwise tired of 
travelling; but I am so convinced of the advantages 
of looking at mankind instead of reading about them, 
and the bitter eft'ecis of staying at home with all the 
narrow prejudices of an islander, that I think there 
should be a law amongst us, to set our young men 
abroad, for a terra, among the few allies our wars 
have left us. 

" Here I see and have conversed with French, 
Italians, Germans, Danes, Greeks, Turks, Americans, 
&c. &c. &c. ; and without losing sight of my own, 
1 can judge of the countries and manners of others. 
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Where I see the superiority of England (which, by 
the by, we are a good deal mistaken about in many 
things,) I am pleased, and where I find her inferior, 
I am at least enlightened. Now, I might have stayed, 
smoked in your towns, or fogged in your country, a 
century, without being sure of this, and without 
acquiring any thing more useful or amusing at 
home. I keep no joiumal, nor have I any intention 
of scribbling my travels. I have done with auth<»'- 
ship ; and if, in my last production, I have convinced 
the critics or the world I was something more than 
they took me for, I am satisfied ; nor will I hazard 
that reputation by a future effort. It is true I have 
some others in manuscript, but I leave them for those 
who come after me ; and, if deemed worth publish- 
ing, they may serve to prolong my memory when I 
myself shall cease to remember. I have a famous 
Bavarian artist taking some views of Athens, &c &c. 
for me. This will be better than scribbling, a dis- 
ease I hope myself cured of. I hope, on my return, 
to lead a quiet, recluse life, but God knows and 
does best for us all; at least, so they say, and I 
have nothing to object, as, on the whole, I have no 
reason to complain of my lot. I am convinced, 
however, that men do more harm to themselves 
than ever the devil could do to them. I trust this 
will find you well, and as happy as we can be ; you 
will, at least, be pleased to hear I am so, and yours 
ever." 
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LmufO. TO MRS. BYRON. 

" Alhena, FebruMjr 28. IBll. 

" Dear Madam, 

" As I have received a firman for Egypt, &c., I 
shall proceed to that quarter in ttte spring, and I beg 
you will state to Mr. H. that it is necessary to fur- 
ther remittances. On the subject of Newstcad, I 
answer as before, No, If it is necessary to sell, sell 
Rochdale. Fletcher will have arrived by this time 
with my letters to that purport. I will tell you 
fairly, I have, in the first place, no opinion of funded 
property ; if, by any particular circumstances, I shall 
be led to adopt such a determination, I will, at all 
events, pass my life abroad, as my only tie to England 
is Newstead, and, that once gone, neitlier interest 
nor inclination lead me northward. Competence in 
your country ia ample wealth in the East, such is 
the difference in the value of money and the abun- 
dance of the necessaries of life; and 1 feel myself so 
much a citizen of the world, that the spot where I 
can enjoy a delicious climate, and every luxury, at a 
less expense than a common college life in England, 
will always be a country to me ; and such are in f&a 
the shores of the Archipelago. This then is the 
alternative — if I preserve Newstead, I return ; if I 
sell it, I stay away. I have had no letters since 
yours of June, but I have written several times, and 
shall continue, as usual, on the same plan. Believe 
me, yours ever, Byron. 

" ". S. — I shall most likely see you in the course 
of the summer, but, of course, at such a distance, I 
cannot specify any particular month." 
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The voyage to Egypt, which he appears from this 
letter to have contemplated, was, probably for naot 
of the expected remittances, relinquished; and, on 
the 3d of June, he set sail from Malta, in the Vol^e 
frigate, for England, having, during his short slaj ai 
Malta, suffered a severe attack of the tertian fever. 
The feelings with which he returned home may be 
collected from the following melancholy letters. 
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TO MR. HODGSON. 



" Volage IHgBW, at tea, June 39. ISll. 

" In a week, with a fair wind, we shall be at 
Portsmouth, and on the 2d of July, I shall have com- 
pleted (to a day) two years of peregrination, from 
which I am returning with as little emotion as I set 
out. I think, upon the whole, I was more grieved 
at leaving Greece than England, which I am impa- 
tient to see, simply because I am tired of a long 
voyage. 

" Indeed, my prospects are not very pleasant. 
Embarrassed in my private affairs, indifferent to 
public, solitary without the wish to be social, with a 
body a little enfeebled by a succession of fevers, 
but a spirit, I trust, yet unbroken, I am returning 
home without a hope, and almost without a desire. 
The first thing I shall have to encounter will be a 
lawyer, the nest a creditor, then colliers, farmers, 
surveyors, and all the agreeable attachments to 
estates out of repair, and contested coal-pits. In 
short, I am sick and sorry, and when I have a little 
repaired my irreparable affairs, away I shall march 
r to campaign in Spwi, or back again to the 



East, where I can at least have cloudless skies and 
a cessation from impertinence. 

" I trust to meet, or see you, in town, or at New- 
stead, whenever you can make it convenient — I sup- 
pose you are in love and in poetry as usual. That 
husband, H. Drury, has never written to me, albeit 
I have sent him more than one letter; — but I dare 
say tile poor man has a family, and of course all his 
cares are confined to his circle. 

^ For L^hildren b&h eipensea get. 
And Dickf now Tor achoal ia fit.' 

If you see him, tell hiin I have a letter for him from 
Tucker, a. regimental chirurgeon and friend of his, 
who prescribed for me, * • * and is a very worthy 
man, but too fond of hard words. I should be too 
late for a speech-day, or I should probably go down 
to Harrow. I regretted very much in Greece 
having omitted to carry the Anthology with me — 
I mean Bland and Merivale's. — What has Sir Edgar 
done? And the Imitations and Translations — where 
are they ? 1 suppose you don't mean to let the public 
off so easily, but charge them home with a quarto. 
For me, I am ' sick of fops, and poesy, and prate,' 
and shall leave the ' whole Castilian state" to Bufo, 
or any body else. But you are a sentimental and 
sensibiUtous person, and will rhyme to the end of 
the chapter, Howbeit, I have written some 4000 
h'nes, of one kind or another, on my travels. 

" I need not repeat that 1 shall be happy to 
see you. I shall be in town about the Sth, at 
Dorant's Hotel, in Albemarle Street, and proceet 



in a few days to Notts^ and thence to Rochdale 
on business. 

" I am, here and there, yours," &c. 

L«TTii5B. TO MRS. BYRON. 

•< Valage fiigsle, at sea, June 25. tSIt 

" Dear Mother, 

" This letter, which will be forwarded on our 
arrival at Portsmouth, probably about the 4th of 
July, is begim about twenty-three days after our 
departure from Malta, I have just been two years 
;'to a day, on the 2d of July) absent from England, 
and I return to it with much the same feelings which 
prevailed on my departure, viz. indifference; but 
within that apathy I certainly do not comprise your- 
flelf, as I will prove by every means in my power. 
You will be good enough to get my apartment) 
ready at Newstead;but don't disturb yourself, on 
Bay account, particularly mine, nor consider me ia 
Buy other light than as a visiter. I must only inform 
you that for a long time I have been restricted to an 
entire vegetable diet, neither fish nor Qesh coming 
within my regimen ; so I expect a powerful stock of 
potatoes, greens, and biscuit: I drink no wine. 1 
have two servants, middle-aged men, and botli 
Greeks. It is my intention to proceed jirat to 
town, to see Mr. H • *, and thence to Newstead, 
on my way to Rochdale. I have only to beg you 
will not forget my diet, which it is very necessary 
for me to observe. I am well in health, as I have 
generally been, with the exception of two agues, 
both of which I quickly got over. 
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" My plana will bo much depend on circum stances, 
that I shall not venture to lay down an opinion on 
the subject. My prospects are not very promising, 
but 1 suppose we shall wrestle tlirough life like our 
neighbours; indeed, by H.'s last advices, I have 
some apprehension of finding Nenstead dismantled 
by Messrs. Brothers, &c., and he Eeems determined 
to force nie into selling it, but he will be baffled. 1 
don't suppose I shall be much pestered with visiters; 
but if I am, you must receive them, for I am deter- 
mined to liave nobody breaking in upon my retire- 
ment : you know that I never was fond of society, 
and I am less so than before. I have brought you 
a shawl, and a quantity of attar of roses, but these 1 
must smuggle, if possible. I trust to find my library 
in tolerable order. 

" Fletcher is no doubt arrived. I shall separate 
the mill from Mr. B * *'b farm, for his son is too gay 
a deceiver to inherit both, and place Fletcher in it, 
who has served me faithfully, and whose wife is a 
good woman [ besides, it is necessary to sober young 
Mr. B * ", or he will people the parish with bastards. 
In a word, if be had seduced a dairy-maid, he might 
have found something like an apology ; but the girl 
ia his equal, and in high life or low life reparation 
is made in Euch circumstances. But I shall not 
interfere further than (like Buonaparte) by dismem- 
bering Mr. B.'s kingdom, and erecting part of it into 
a principality for field-marshal Fletcher 1 I hope 
you govern my little empire and its sad load of 
national debt with a wary hand. To drop my me- 
taphor, I beg leave to subscribe myself yours, &C:^ 
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Stanford llnlfersity Ubraiy 

Stanford, California 



In order that others may use this book, 
please return it as soon as possible, but 
not later than the dote due. 



